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The Tfagedie 

By drunken prophcfics, libels and dreames, 

To let ray brother Clarence and the king. 

In deadly hate the one againft the ocher. 

And if king Edward be as ttueand ioft 
As I am fubtile, falfe,and treeberous: 

This day (hould Clarence clolely be mewed vp, 

Abouf a prophefie which faies that G. 

OfEdwardslieires the rourtherer (ball bee. 

Diue thoughts do wne to my foule, Enter Clarence with 

Here Clarence comes, “guard of men. 

Brotherhood dayesiwhat meancs this armed guard 
That waites vpon your grace i . 

C/a. His maiellie tendering my perfanSfafetie fiath ap- 
This con Juft to conucy me to the Tower. (pointed 

Gle. Vpon whaccaufe? 

C/a. Becaufemy nam«ts George^. 

Glo. Alack my Lord,that.fau!t is none of yours, 

He fhouldfor that commit your godfather, i 
G belike bis maieftie hath Come intent ; ; 

That you (hall be new chrjftned ip the Toweri: . 

But what is the matter Clarence may I know ? , 

C/a. Yea Richard whcnl know,fpr 1 proeeft 
As yet i da not,but as I can learne, .■ 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, v ' 

And from the erolTe-rowe pluckes the letterG: 

And faies a wizard told hirrs that by G,- 
Hisjffuedifinheritedlhot#be. 1 

AndTor my name of Georg* begins with ,G»- ' 

It followcs in his thought that 1 arnhe. •|'.r 

Thcfe as I learne, and loch like toy«s*s theft,. 

Hauc tnoued his highneffe to corumitroe now. 

Cjlo. Why this it is when men are rnldeby women 3 
Tisnbc the king that fends you to.the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis Ihe.. 

That temps him to this extremities .... r-.. 

Was it not ilie and that good man of wot u’, ip ■ 

Anthony Wooduile het brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Ballings to the tower, 

From whence this prefent day he lsddiuered* rJ 

We are not fafs^ClatenceiWc are not fat fo 
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of Richard the third. 

f CU. By heauen I thinke there is no man isfecurde 
But the Quecnes kindred, and night-walking Heralds, , 
That trudge betwixt the King and MiftrelTe Shores 
Heard ye not what ah humble fuppliaftt 
Lord Hallings was to her for his dcliuerie . ? 

Glo. Humbly cornplaining to her deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberties 
lletellyouvsibarjlthinkeitisourway,* ' 

If we will keepeiniauourwith choking, 

To be her mcritend weareherliuery.-- 
Theicalousorewome" widow andber felfe, : 

Since that our brother dubd them gentle women. 

Are mightie go flips in this monarchy. 

Bra. I befecch your Graces both to pardo me : 

His maieftie hath ftraightly giuenin charge, 

That no man fhall haue pfiuate conference} 

Of what degreefoeuer wiffrHis brother. 

Geo. Eue lb iSc pk afe your worlhip Brokenbury, 

You may partake of any thing we fay 
We fpeake notrcafbn fhaii^we fay the king 
Is wife and vertdou^and his noble Queene 
Well fttooke in yeares,faire,and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a pretre footc, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongue.* 

A nd that tbe Qtfeenes kittdredaremiade gentle folkes. 

How fay you fir, can.yoir.deny all this ? 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do. 

Glo. Naught to do with Miftreflc Shoie,I tell thee fellow, 
He that doth naught with heir, excepting one. 

Were bell he do it fecredy aloney ^ , ^ ; 

Bro. What onetny Lordf>: ! in-a r . 

Glo. HerhUfbandkfiaue,wouldftthoubetiayme? 

Bro. I befecch your Grace to pardon mc , and withall for- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (bearc 

Cla, We know thy charge Brokenbury^nd will obey. 
Glo. We are the Queenesabicfts and mull obey. ; 

Brother farewell,I will wwotfaeKing, .yV.;',' .. /Vl •. 
And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

W ere it to call King Rl wards widow filler, 
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The Tragedie 

I will performe it to infranchife yob. 

Meane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Cjlo, Well, your imprifor ment dial not be long, 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 9 

Cla 4 I muft perforce, fare well. Exit C/a. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere rcturne, 
Simple plaine Clarence,l do loue thee fo. 

That 1 will /hardy fend thy foulc to heauen. 

If heauen will take the prefect at our hands .* 

But who comes here, the new deliuered Haftings? 

Enter Lord. -Haftings, 

Haft, Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo, As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlainc : 

Well are you welcome to this open aire. 

How hath your Lordfbipbrookt imptifonment ? 

Haft, With patiencefnoble Lord)asprifoners muft : 

But / fhall liuc my Lord to giue thejn thankes. 

That were the caufc of my imprifonmenr. 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittie that the Eagle fhould be mewed. 
While kites and buzars prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad i 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The king isfickly, weake and melancholy. 

And his Phifitions feare him mightily. 

Glo, Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euill diet long, 

And ouermuch confutned his toyall perfon, 

Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 

What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and /will follow yon. Exit, Haft. 
He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die 
Til! George bepackt with poft horfc vp to heauen. 

tie in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, • Wub 
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of Richard the third. 

With lyes well ftecld with weightie arguments. 

And if I fayle not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue '• 

Which* done, God take K. Edward to his mercy. 

And Icauethe world for me to bufllll in : 

For then He marry Warwicks youngeft daughter. 

What though I kild her husband and her father. 

The readieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market : 

Clarence ftiil breathes, Edward (till liues and raignes. 
When they are gone, then muft I count my games. Exit , 
Enter Laydy Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downc, fet downe your honourable Lord, 
If honour may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whiled I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter* 

Poore kei-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloodies temnant of that royall blood, 

Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy ghoft, 

To hcarc the lamentations of poorc A nne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtted fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes •• 

Loe, in thofe windowes that let foorth thy life, 

3 powre the helpdefle balme of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatal! holes, 

Curft be the heart that had the heart to do it. 

Mote direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

T hat makes vs wretched by the death of thee s 
Then Icaa wilh to adders, fpiders, toads. 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

If euer he haue child, abroriue be it, 

P rodigeous and vntimely brought to light : 

Whofc vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 

May fright the hopefull mother at thg view# 
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TheTrigedie 

If euer he haue wife, let her be made 
As?miferab!c by the death oif him, 

As 1 am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken frcmpaiiles to beinterried there: ' 

Andftillas youarcawearie oftbewaighr, I 

Reft you whiles I lament Ipng Hinrics coarfe, ' 

' ^ Enter Gl'^eri ~ 1 ‘ ’ ' ' . ' • . 1 ; 

^/^Stay you that tea c the ccrfe,5cfef it down. 

Zrf.What blacke magitian coniu es vp this fiend 
To flop denoted charitable deed* 
ty/^Villaine/et downe the c&arfoi or by S.Paul, 

He make a coarfcofbim thltdiibbeycj, ,J ’ ;; 

£»«w.My 

Glo, Vnmantrd ^gjRah^tfioU when Tcommand* 

Adaance f breft, " 

Or fdbiir. 

And rpurneyponAhee Megger for ihy boldritf. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid* 

Alas J blameyon not for yqu arc morfall, 

And mortal! ey escannor’er.darethe diueh 
Auant thou cireadfull niinifter of hell, 

Thou hadft but power ouer hismortal! bodie, 

His foule thou canft 

Cjio. Sweet Saint, for cb a'ritic,be naif fo cutft, 

Z/»,Foulc diuelt. for GqdsTahqhiebce and trouble vs nor. 

For thou haft ma<te the "happy earthihy hell : 

Fi!d it with curfing cry es, arid deepe exClaimesV 
If thou delight tp view.thy hainous dec dS, 

Behold this patf erne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fecifee dead Henries wound". 

Open their conge aid mouths and bleed afrefb, 

Blufhjblufh, thou lurape of foule dcformitifc. 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood S 

From cold and emptieveynes where no blood dwelt, , | 

Thy deed inhumane and vhnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge moft vnnaturalf. 

Oh God, which this blood madeft,reueh|e;His death : . ; " 

Oh earth which thisTblood drinldji^nginiiiS-^ifathr 
Btherheaucn with lightning fttike the murtheter dead 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good kings blood, 

Which his Hcl gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo , Lache, you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for bad.bleflings for curfct. 

La. Villame, thou knowft no law of God nor man s 
Ho beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pime. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderful! when deuils tell the truth, 

Cjlo. More wondci fu|l when Angels are foangry, 
Vouchlafe diuine perfeftionof a woman, • 

Of thefc fuppofed euils to giue me Icaue, 
Bycircumlfaoccbut to acquire my fclfe, 

Z<», Vouchfafc defufed infection of a man, 

For chcfe knowre cud- but to giue me leauc. 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curled felfe, 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my (elfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to bang thy' fclfe, 

Glo, By fuch dtfpaire I fhouid accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (houldft thou (land excufde, 
Fordoing worthy vcngeanceon thy felfe. 

Which dtdft 'vd worthy (laughter vpon others. 

<7/».Sayr bat. I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and diuehfli flauc by thee, 

Glo , ! did notkill your husband. 

La, Why then he is aliue. 

Cjlo, Nay, he is dead andflaine by Edwards hand. 

La, In thy foule throat thou ly eft, Queene Margret favv 
Thy bloodiy faulchion fm king in his blood. 

The which thou pnee didlt bed againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt, 

was proiioked by her flaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleffe (boulders. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie mir.de. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought but butcheries. 

Didft thounot kill this king? <7/e,I grantyce* 
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The Tragcdic 

Za.JDoeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maiefl be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, mi tde and vertuous. 

Cflo. The fitter for the king ofheauen that hath him. 1 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

,Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then eai th. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfc, if ye will heare roe name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Ycurb?d-ehamber. 

La. Ill reft -betide the chamber where thou liell* 

Cjlo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. 1 hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

T o leaue this kind incounter of our wirs. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methodc: 

Is net the caufer of the f imelciTe deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful] as the executioner ! 

La. Thou art the caufe,and mod acctirft cffe£b 
Glo. Yout beautie wastbe caufc of that,effc&, 

Y our beautie which did haunt me in my me pe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So l might reft one houre in your fweet bofome. 

La. If I thought that, l tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beautie from my cheek**.' 

Glo. Thefe eies could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, . 
You ftiould not blcmifh them if I ftood by: 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by-thatjit ismy day.rny life. 

La, Black night ouetfhadc thy day, and death thy life* 

Cjlo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would 1 were to be reuengdeenthec* 

Glo. It isa quarrell cnoft vnnaturally 
To be rcuengd on him that loueth you. 

La. Itis aquarrelliuft and reafonable. 

To be reuengd on him that flew iny husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband? 

Didit to helps thee to a better husband* ^ 



of Richard the third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earrh. 

Glo. Go too, he lines that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him. Glo. Plantagencf. 

La. Why what was he i 

Glo. The felfe fame name, but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hef - 

Glo. Heere. Skejpittethatbim. 

Whydocft thou fpit at race ? 

La, W ould it were mortall poy Ion foythy fake, 

Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fa ftveer a place. 

La. Neuer hungpoyfon on a fowlcr coade, 

Out of my fight, thoudoeft infett my eies. 

Glo. Thine eies fweet Lady haue infetted mine. 

La. Would they- were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead, 
glo. I would they werc that I might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a liuing death. 

Thofe eies of thine,from trade hauedrawnc fait teare*, 
Shamed their afpe^ withiftoreofchildifti drops: 

I neuer fued to friend nor enerote,: - . i: : - ; \ 

My tonguecbuldfteuer reamefweete fondling words 
But now thyBeautieisprQpaftienayJee:: => 
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And let the fouleftrfh^lat adoreth thee* . _ 

I laie it naked to thedeaclly ftroke. 

And humbly beg the death vpbn-*ny knee.. 

Nay, do not pavTtejfwasrLthatkddyour husband-, j 

But twasthy, beautie r hat proudkedinc 
Nay nowdifpateh,twas HhatlHWki«gHe?iry, > t > * ; 
But twas thy hcaucnly;fafi«tftatfet<me ©n ■: Herejfe lettfaS 
Take vp the fwordagain<j,ot take vp me. thefivorct. 

La. Arife dillembler, though 1 wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner, r 
Glo. Then bid mekdlmy felfe, and I will do it. 

La. I hauealrcadic* Vd - 5 > 

B a ' Gk . 



T each not thy lips iWhicotne, for they -were made 
For killing Lady^otfoefuchcomempt. 

If thy reuengefull hear t ea nnot forgiue, 

Loe here Ilendtheetbis fharpepointed fword, 







The Tragedic 

Glo. T ufh, that was in the tage : 

Speakeit againc,and cuen with the word* 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy loue, 

Shall for thy loue kill afarre truer loue: Wd - 
To both their deaths thou (halt be acceflarie* . 

La. I would 1 knew thy heart. w i ^ 

(jlo, Tis figured in my tongue* d . : , i i 
La. I feare me both are faifc utsad v: A > : 

&/e«.Then ue^pr nun wasemewoom wsi 
La. Well, well, put vpyoutfwcrd* r;u-K gr.u.-'. 

. Glo. Say then my peaceis made>i.'so^ !$ci,-bc ~ 

La. That fhall you knowhereafterc to 

Cjlo. But I lhall liue in hope, I "surCJ 
La. AH men lhopeliueto. w^diiSc avrl-vs v ;■ 

Cjte. Vouchfafe to wcare thjdtmg*3,m 
La. To takeis not tn giue, imrtw. too.., 

Cjlo. Looke how this ring infcompaffeth thyfinger, 

Euen fo thy breaft inelofeth my poore heart*. 

Weare both of them/or both of them are thine-- 
And ifthy poore topphantmay •>»£ t inx 
But begone fauour at thy gracious hand* 

Thou doeft confirme his happiriefieforeuer ? 

La. Wat ts it i 1 . >? J g-- 

Gio. That it would plcafe thee ksitotbefe lad design «= 
To him that hath more carifeto beamousner > 
Andprefently repaireto Crosbie pUuriK,,; ,> j 

Where after 1 haue fobtantlyeBtuKd 'moos m/\J, v i- x j 
AtCheitfie ; 
And wet his graue with my rep^Rtantfear;^^ r, ; 

I will with all expedient duetto to^yoti* r. t>c 

For diuers vnknowncreafons, LbdeechyoVv 

Graunt me this boone* 

La. With all my heiir,Sc jtiuchit toy esme tcorf * 

To fee you are become to penitent : 

Tre/fill and Bartley, go along with me. 

<7/0* Bid me farewell. 

La> Tis more then you defetue : 

But fince you teach the how to flatter you, 

Imagine! haue fay d farewell already, xEjftf*! 1 , - 
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Glo. Sirs, take vp the corfe* 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord > $ <• 

Glo . No : to White Fryersuherc attend my eomroing. 
Was cuer woman to this humor woediExount. Manet G& 

Was euer womahin this humour woflne # 

He haue her, but 1 will not keepe her long,: . ; v 
What I. ? that kild her husband & herfather, . • > 

To take her in her hearts e*tieamcftheate;s _ to: 
With curfes in her mouthtearesinher eyesj to- 
The bleeding witneffc 3 o£her:batred by : n w tot W - 
Hauing God, her confctence*andlhcfe barresagatowmee*. 

And I nothing to baefcemy tote Whhall 1 : 

But the plaine Diuell and difiembling lookes, 

And y et to win her all the world to nothing.Hah* 

Hath ilie forgot alreadie that braae Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I tome three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewitbury ? 

A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, ie: •] v ; !s : ii 
Framd in theprodigalitie or nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal), * ’ A 
The fpacious wqtldicannot againfe affdord. 

And will fhefe yet debsfe het eye* o h-me* -Fto : ' . f 

That crept the golden prime of this fuveete Prince*: * 
And mail* her « iddow taa wofullbed £ . , j. , | 

On me,w hofe aLnoc cipiatoEdwardsmoity, ; : T 

On nie that halt,and aravtolblpea thusj? - y!*n$V;qfc.'?A i . 
My Dukedomcto'abeggcriy ^enisrj. ji-, ; . 4 9 ^rtV# 

I do miftake my perton ail thtowhilfv ■! tvl to: ; -13 3 A , 
Vpon my life:tbefinds^lthoughLcaBn,ot hr- i\ 

My felfe, to be a maruaildusiptopfr than* 3 - avV r , 

Ilebe at charges fora Looking glafto,.. , ^ . , T - K ./2 

And entertaine fome fcore or two of tailors tnur.i : -- - 

To ftudy tototonsto adore.my;b.ody,fi iiy ( faw +:% 

Since I am crept mfaw>turdVttbn»y:fjElf«^ v ■/%<,. F 
I will maintaineit ns -4 i ;; . , 

But firft He turne yon fellow in his graue, . 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out fairefanne, till l haue bought a glaffc, 

Thai I may.femy. .ftad( 4 i^.%s:l..p[ 9 ae» - ?Exk * " 

Enter: 







The Tragedie 

"Enter Jjhteene,Lor4 Syuers><wd Graf, 

Si. Haac patience Madame, ther’sno doubt bis maiefii# 
Will foope recouer his aecuftomed health. 

Gray. In that you brookek ill, it makes him worfe, 
Thert fore for Gods fake enterjainc goodcomforr, 

And cheare hkgrace with quicke and merry words. 
jQu- If he were dead, what would betide of m< ? 

St. No other harme but Ioffe of fuel) a Lord. 

The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

*3 rA h The heauenshaue blcftyoa wjtha goodly fonne, 
To be your comforter when be i sigopc. .ry 

Ohheisyong,andhisniinori*ie i 

Is put vnto the truft of Rich. Glocefter, 

A man that loucs not mc,nor none of-yoti* 

Si. Is it concluded he lirallbdPtotefforl ; . 

J&- It is deter mined, not concluded yet, : , 

But fo it muft be if the king mifcarrici , lifter. Buck.'Darty. 
Cjr. Here co tries the Lords .©f Buckingham and Darby* 
Sue. Good time of day vnto your royal) grace. 

‘Dar. God make you? maicftie ioyfull as you haus bene. 
Slu. TheCountefle Richmond good my Lo.of Darby 
T o your good praiers willfcarcely Cay, Amen t 
Yet Darby, notwithftanding fhcesyour wife, 

And loucs not me, be you good Lord aflurde 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancio t ■ d 
Bar. I befeech you either not , beleeue ;« 

The enuiousflaundersof her accufers. 

Or if flie be accufde in true report, u., . , u 

Bearewith her we<)knefTe,whkhI thinke proceeds 
From w ay ward ficknefLe,and no grounded malice. 

St. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Datbie ? 

Bar. But pow the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came frpmvifiting his maieflie. 

J$u. What likelihood of hisaraendmentLords f 
Sue. Madame.good hope, his grace fpeakerh chearfully; 
Qu. God graunt him health, did you confer withhimi 
Sue. Madame we did:He defires to make aftonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter and your brothers. 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Cbaiubctlaine, 

... . ~ ' And 
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And Cent to wame them to his royall prefencei . 

gu. Would all were well, but that will neuer he,' 

I fcare our bappinefleis at thehigheft. Enter (jlocejlir'. 

Glo. They dome wrong,and I will not endure it. 

Who are they that coraplaifi'es vnto the king i 
That I forfooth am fteme and lone them noli 
By hoi)' Paul they Joue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with fuch difeentious rumors;] 

Bccaufel cannot flatter and fpeake fairc, 

Smile in mens faces,fdiootb,deceiiic and cog, 

Duckc with French nods, and apifhcourtenc, 

Xrauft be held a rankerOus enemie. 

Cannot a plaine man hue and thinke no harme. 

But thus his Ample truth muft be abufde, 

By filken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

Ri. T o whom in all this prefence fpeakes your grace 
Totheeyhat haft nor honeftie nor grace. 

When haue 1 injured thee, when done thee wrong, -• 

Or thee, or thee, or any ofyourfadlion i 
Aplaguc vponyou all. His royallperfon 
(Whom God preferue better theny ou would wifti) 

Cannot be quitcfcarcea breathing while. 

But you mult trouble him with lewdc complaints. 

MU- Brother of Glocefter \ you miflake the matters 
The king of his owne royall difpofition, 

And not prouokt by any futerelfc. 

Ay ming belike at yqurmtetiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aftions fliewes itfelfe, . 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfe : 

Makes him fo fend, that thcreby'he may gathet 
The ground of your ill wili,andto remoue it. 

Glo. I cannot teU,tbe world is grownefo bad. 

That Wrens may prey whereEagles dare not pearch, 

Since eueryrlacke became a gentleman , 

There's many a gentle perfon made a Iacke, 

Come,eame,we know your meaning brother Glo.> 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need of you. 

i. G/0. Meanctimc,God grant that wthauc need of you. 





240 250 260 270 280 




290 




300 






The Tragedie 

Out brother is imprifoned by your meaner, 

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 

Arc dayly giucn to enoble thole. 

That fcarce fome two dayes Once were worth a noble, * 
i£».B> him that raifde tre to this carefu'l height, 
F'om that contented hap which Ienioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his M aieftie 
A gain ft the Duke of Clarence t but haue bcene 
A n earneft aduocate to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you do me fhamefull iniurie, 

Falfely to.draw me in thefc vile fufpeeb, 

G/o. You may denie that you were not thc caufe. 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprilonmenr, 
r Ro»* She may my Lord, 

G/o. She may, L, Riuers, why whoknowe? not fo# 
She may doe more fir then denying that .* 

She may helpc vou to many faire preferments. 

And then deme her ay ding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may fhenot?fhe roay,yea martie may (he. 

%iu. What marry may fh? i 
G/o. What marry may flaef marry with a King 
A batcheler, a handfome (tripling too. 

Iwis your Grandam had aworfir. match, 

4>,My L,ol Gloceltei;, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and ycur bitter feoffes. 

By heauen I willacqoaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe gre lie rauntslpftcn haue endured, 

I had rather be a epuntrey feruant mayd. 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, feorned, and baited at : Smer Qtt. 
Small ioy haue lin being Englands Queen*, CMargret. 

A4ar. And lefned be that froali, God I befcech thee, 
Thy honour, ftate, and feate is due to me. 

G/o. What# threat you me with telling of the King# 
Tell him and fparenotftooke what I fayd, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paynes are quite forgot, 

QM0 




ofRichard the third. 

Qtt.Mir. Out diuel, I remember them too well* 

Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxburie. 

G/o. Ere you were queene, yea or y our husband king, 

^ was a pack-horfc in his great affaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder of His frieuds : 

To roy alize his blood I fpilr mine ownc. 

Jg£.Mar, Tea ) and#nuch better blood, then his or thine. 
g/o. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were faftious forthehoufe of Lancanfter : 

And Riucrs,fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battaleat Saint Albons flainc ? 

Let me put in your mindes, ifyours forget 
What you haue bene ere now, and what you are : 

Withal!, whatThauc bene, and what I am. 

</ht.Aiar. A murtherous vi!laine,and lo ftill thou art. 
g/o. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwicke, 
Yea and forfwore himfclfe (which lefu pardon.) 

£u. Mar. Which God reuenge. 
g/o. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne. 

And for his.njcecje (poore Lord) he ismewed vp: 

I would to Godmy heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pi tti full like mine, 

I am toochildilh foolifh for this world. 

^,4/, Hie thee to hell for fhame, and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is, 

Ri. My Lord ofGlocefterin thofe bufiedaics. 

Which bereyou vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lord, our lawful! King, 

So fhould we you, if you fhould be our king, 
g/o. If I fhould be#I had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought ofir. 

A slide ioy (my Lord)asyoufuppofe 
Y ou fhould enioyjvvere y©u thi ^countries king. 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof, 

A litle ioy eiiioyes the Queene therof^ 

For lam fhejand altogether ioylefle, : -„ . r. . 7 
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The Tragedie 

I can nolongcr hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In fharing out that which you haue pild from me : 

Which of you trembles not that lookes on me # 

If notjthat I being Queene, you bow like fubieft s» 

Yet that byou depofde,you quake like rebels s 
O gentle villaine.do not turne away* 

G/o, Fouie wrinkled witch, what makft thou in my fighs? 
M. Bat repetition .of what thou haft mard, 

That will] make, before Ikt theegoe : 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft to me, 

And thou a kingdoms, all of you alleageance: 

The forrow that! haue,by right is yours. 

And all the pleafuresyou vfurpc.is mine. 

Cjlo t The curfc my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcorne dre wft riuers from his eyes, • 

And then to drie them, gau’ft the Dukeaclout, 

Steept in the bjoud of pettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from biuernefl'e of fouie, 

Denounft againfl thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 

So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe, 

And the moft metcilcfle that euer was heard of. 

Rt. Tyrants themftiues wept when it was reported. 

Dorf \ No man but prophecied reuenge for it, 

Bhc. Northumberland then prel'ent.wepf to fee ir. 

Mar. What? were you fnariingaiib*fore I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne you now your hatred all on me i 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauert. 

That Hcnriesdeath,my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes lofte, my tsofullbantlhment,-- <• 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cleudes, and enter beaueni 
Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes : 

If not by warre,by furfet die your king? 

As our by murder, to make him a king. , 
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gdward thy fonne, which now is Prince of W ales* 

For Ed ward ray fon /which was Prince of W ales. 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene,fbr me that was a Queene, 

Out liue thy gloric, like my wretched felte : 

Long maifl: thou hue to wailethy childrens loflc, 

And fee another, as I fee thee rrow, 

Deckt in thy gloric, as thou art ftald in mine ? 

Long die thy happiedaies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened hom es of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England-: Queene, 

Riuers and Dotfer, you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God f pray him, 

That nooc of you may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

£7/(7, Haue done thy charm? thou hatefull withered hag. 

A nd Icaue out thee/ftay dog, for thou fhalt hear me 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee : 

Qlet thern-keepe ittiil thy finnes be ripe, 

And then hurlcdovvne their indignation 
On thee f he troubler of the poore worlds peace t 
The worms ofconfcience ftili begnaw thy fouie. 

Thy friends fufpeft lor tray tors while thou liueft, 

And takedeepe traytors for thy deareft friends. 

No fleepc clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlefle it be whileft feme tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell’ofvgly diuets. 

Thou eluiflr markt,aborf)Ue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft ftald in thy natiuitie 
The (hue of nature, and thr fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Ffnu loathcdiffUe of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou de teft ed, Sec, : i - • ■ • • ; ■ > 

<7/(7, Margaret. • 

£*»M: Richard. '€io. Ha. 

£>h,M , i call thee not, 

1 hen I crie thee mercie.'Sbr I had.thoughe 
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The Tragcdie 

Thou hadft cald me all thcfc bitter names. 

^u.Mar, Why fo I did, but lookt for no reply, 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. Tis done by me.and ends in Margaret, (felfe. 

Thus haue you breathed your cuife againft your 
Q> M. Poore painted Queene, vaine ttourifh of my fbr. 
Why Itrcwft thou fuger on that botkd fpider, (nu * ; 

Whpfe deadly web infnarerh thee about*di 
Foolt,foole,thou whefft a knife to kill thy i'elfc,. 

The time will come when thou (halt wifhfcr n 
Tp helpethee curfe that poifoned banchbacl 
Haft. Falfe boadingwonian,end rby&anti! 

Lcaft to thy harrne thou tnoue our patience, 

QM. Foule fhame.sjpcn you, you haue all naqu’d taanei' 
Ri. Were you well ferud you would be taught -your duty,.. 
^ M. T o ferue me well,you all fhould do me dutie. 
Teach roe to be your Queensland you my (bbiecls: 

O ferue me well,and teach your felues tliat c'utic. 

Dorf. Difpute not with hcr,fhe is lunatique. 

Peace matter Marquette, yotrare malapert. 

Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young nobilitie could judge. 

What t’wereto loofe it and be miferable: 

They that ftand high,hauc many blaftsto fhakc them, 

And if they fail, they dafh thcmfelues to pecces. 

Glo . Good counfell mariy,learneit,learne it Marq^eJ, 
Dorf. It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me, 

Glo , Yea.and much more, bur I was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth in the Csedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,r,nd fcornes the funne. 

And tunesthekte to fhadc,alas,alas, 

Witnes roy fonne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outfhining beatna.thy doudie wrath* 

Hath in eternall darknefle foulaed vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neatt, 

© God that feeft it,do not fuffet it : 

As it was wonne with bloud,loft be it Id, _ 

Ttickt Haue done for fhame if not for chantie, 

Vrgc neither charitic nos fhame to mc ? 
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of Richard the third. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefolly by you my hopes arebutcherd. 

My charitic is outrage .life my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftilUiue my forrowes rage, 

'Back. Haue done. 

. ^ Mar. O princely Buckingham,! willkiflc thy hand, 

Infigne ofleagueandamitie with thee : 

Now faite befall tbee^nd thy princely houfe, 

Thy garmentslretibtifpbttedwithburbbudj li 

Nor thou withiirthe co rhpafFc'ciif my- curfe. 

5«c^sNoEfto onebefe,'for.curfcs heuer pafle 
The lip^£*lmfetliitbh»tbthenrin the ayre. 

QJM . He not belceueburtheyrafcend the skic, 
Audthereiawi^ccGtJids gentle fleeping peace. 
QBuckinghapabewafoof yonder dog, 

Loqkc when he fawnes,he bhes^twhen he bites. 

His venome tooth will ranldethce to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, & hell haue fet their marks on him. 

And all their miniftsrs attend on Him: . 

C/e. What doth fhe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that Iirefpeft my gracious Lord, 

Qjiiar , What doeft thoufeorne me for my gentle coun~ 
And feothe the diuell that I warnc thee from ? (fell, 

0 but remember tbis an other day, r ' ; 

Whealie (hall fplit .thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteffe : 

Liue each of you t he fubie As of his hate. 

And he to you, and all.of you t& Gods. Exit, 

Haft. My hairedotb ftaridsep gndto heart hercurfes. 
Riu. And fo doth mine, 1 wonder fhcesat hbettie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had/too much wrawig,and I repent 
My part thereof that l haue done. 

£Za. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wron*. 

1 was too hot to do fome body good, 

That is toqcolde in thinking of it now; 

Marry as for Q««nce,he is well repaid,. 
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He is frnkf vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caufe of it* 

%*»■ A vertuous and a Chriftianlike conclufion. 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Glo. So do I euer being well aduifdc. 

For had I curft, now 1 had curft my felfe. 

Catf, Madame his roaieftie doth calTfor you* 

And for your noble Grace: and you my noble Cord. 
Cat$by,wecome, Lords will you go with vs. 

%t, Madarac,wc will attend your Grace. mA.Cky 

Gio, I do the wrong? and Lift began to braule, 

The fectet mifehiefe that 1 fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto the grceuous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeede hauckiidindarkenelle s 
I do beweepe to many fi triple gu's : 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckinham, 
AndfayitistheQueene,aridhera)lieg &i*- 

That ftirrcrhe K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceue me, and withall vyhet me 
To be reuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

Burthen figh, and with a piece oFfctipturc, 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for cuil-S 
And thus Icloath my naked villanie ■ 

With old od ends,ftoIne out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint, w hen moft I play the Diuell. 

Butfoft heere comes my executioners. Enter Executioner! » 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates, 

Are yc now going todifpacth this deed f 
Exe. We ate my I.oi d, and come to hauc the warrant, 
That we may be admitted whetc lie is.. , 
j Glo. It was well thought vpot»,l haueit heare about BiC. 

When you haue done,repairc to Crosbic; place: 5( r 

But firs, be hidden in.the execution 
Withall, obdurate : do not heare him pleadc, 

For Clarence is well fpokep, and perhaps 
May moue your heartsto pittic ifyou mark him, 

Exe. Tufh, fearc not, my L. wc will not {fond to prate* 
Talkers are no good-doers be allured : 

Wecometo vfe our hands arid hot out tongues. 
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of Richard the third 
Glo* Your eies drop milftones,when fooles cies drop teals 
I like you Lads, about your bufineflie. Exeunt. 

Enter Clarence, Brokenbury. 

Bro,\y hy lookes your Grace fo heauily to dayl 
Cla, Oh, I haue paft a mifetablc night. 

So full of vgty fights, of gafUy dreames. 

That as I am a Clniflian faithfull man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night. 

Though t’were to buy a world ofbappjpdaycJ, 

So full of difmall terror was tire time. 

• Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tell it, 
Cla. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for burgundie. 

And in my company my brother Gloceftcr, 

Who from nay cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England 
And cited vp a thoufand fearefull tiroes, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancaftcr, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpdn the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter fturobled.and in Rumbling 
Stroke me (that thought to ftay him) ouer-board. 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drswne. 
What dread full noyfc of waters in mine cares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes .* 

Me thought 1 fa* a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand rotn that fillies gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of gold, great Anchors, heapes ofpearlc, 
Inellimableftonesjvnva'ued jewels, 

Some lay in dead mens fcu!s,and in thofe holes 
Where eyes didonceinhabitc, there were crept , 

As twere in fcorne of eyes rtflc&ing gems 
■Which weed the flimie bottomofrhedi epe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattered by, 

Bro. Had you fuch leafure in the rime of death, 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

Cl a. Me thought I had: for fill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 
ae the emptie vafl and wandring ayre, 
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But (mothered it within my panting bulkc. 

Which alraoft burft to belch it in the fca. 

Awaktyou not with this foreagonie ? 

C&r. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

U then began the tempeft to my foule. 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud,' 

With that grim ferriman which Poet' write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetual! nights 
The firfi that there did greete my flranger fou’e, 

W as my great father in law,renowmed Warwick, 

W ho cried aloud, what fcourge for periurie 
Can this darkc monarchic afford falfe Clarence* 

And fo he vaniflitrthen came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an A ngell,in bright fcaire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 
Thatftabd me in the field by Teuxburie: 

Seaze on him furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foula fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled ip mine cares. 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 

I trembling, wake.and for a feafon after. 

Could not bclecue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

jffro.No maruell(my Lo.) though it affrighted you, 
Ipromife you,I am afraid to heareypu tell if. 

Cla. O Brokenburic,Ihaue done thofe things, 

Which nowbeareeuidenceagainft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee ho w he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauie,and I faine would fleepc. 

TZroks I will (my Lord) God giueyour Grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakes feafcns,and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning,and thenoonctidc night. 
Princes hauc but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination. 

They often feele a world of reftleffc cares: 

So that betwixt your titles, and lowe names, 

There’s 



of Richard the third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers et.ter. 

In Gods name what are you.and how came you hither? 
Exe.\ would fpeake with Clarence, aud I came hither on 
Bro. Y ea, are ye fo briefed (my legs. 

1. Exe. O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiflion' talke no more. He rc4clethic 

Bro.l am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Dukeof Clarcnceto your hands. 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe 1 will be guiltleffe of the meaning i 
Heere are the key es there fits the Duke a fleepe: 

He to his Maieftie and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you. 

Exe, Do fo, it is a point of Wifedome. 

2 . What fhall we ftab him as hefleepes? 

1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fhall neuer wake till the Judgement day. 
x W hy then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping. 

2 Thevrgingoftbat word Judgement, hath bred 
A kinde of remorfe in me, 

1 What, art thou afraid i ’ 

2 Not to kill him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damcS 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

1 Backe to the Duke of Glofter, till him fo. 

2 I pray thee ftay awhile, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tell xx 

1 How dooft thou feele thy felfe now. ? (in me, 

2 Faith feme cciftaine dregs of confcience are yet with- 

1 Rcmembef our reward when the deed is done. 

2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1 Where is thy confcience now 

2 In the E)uke of Glofters putfe. 

I So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward. 

Thy confcience fly es out. 

^ t ^ er s few or none will cntcttainc it. 

i How if it come to thee againe^ 
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2 lie not middle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot Beale, 

But it accu[eth him, he cannot Beale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbrs wife but it detefls 
Him. It is ablufhing (hamefaft fpitic that mutinies 
Ih a mans boiome : it fils one full of obBades, r 

It made me once teflore a piece of gold that I found* 

It beggers any man that kcepes it: it is turnd out of all 
Townesjtnd Cities for a dangerous thing, and euety 
Man that mcanes to hue well, endeuours to dull 
To himfelfe, and to hue without it. 

i Zounds, it is cucn now at my elbow perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke, 

a T ake the dtuill in thy mindej,and belceue him not. 

He would mfinuate with thee to make thee fig.li. 

1 Tut, I amBrongin fraud, he cannot preu;ile\sith me, 

1 warrant thee. 

2 Spoke like a tall fellow that refpccb his reputation, 

Conic ihall we to this geare? . '*.t| 

1 Take himouer the colbsd with die liiltsoftny fwordi 
And then we will chop him in the iVlilmf y-butin the next 

2 Oh,exccl'ent deuicc, make a fcoope of him. 
t Harke, he Bus, fhall I firske? . ; ; rt : 

2 No, fiiB lets realon with him, Cla, awak 
C/a , Where art rhou Keeper, giue rnea cup of wine, 

1 Y ou ill all baue wine Waugh, my Lo,anon. 

C/a. In Gods name, w hat art thou i 

2 Amao.asyouare. 

C/a. Bucnorasiam.royalh l:{7- 

2 Morypuas weare, loyall. It 

£la. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble, 

2 My voyce is now the kings, my lookes mine owne, 

C/a, How darkely and how deadly dooB thoufpakcJ 
Tell me who are yob? wherefore come you hither i 
Am, To,to,to. 

^/Ir.Tomuither rnef Am , T , 

Qa, Youfcarcely haue the hearts to tell nie fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my fiicndshauc / offended you* 
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5 Offended vs you haue not, but the King* 

Cla, 1 Bull be rcconcild to him againc, 

2 Ncuer my Le. therefore prepare to die. 

C/a, Ate you cald forth from out a world of men 
To (lay the innocent? what is my offence* 

Where art f heeuidence to accufc me? 

What lawful! queB haue giuen their vcrdi# vp 
Vnto the frowning iudge, or who pronounff 
Tlic bitter fentence' of poore Clarence death , 

Before / becomri&by courfepf law? 

To thteaten me with death is mofi vnlawfull s 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption. 

By ChriBs deare blood fired for our greeuous fins 
Thatyou depart and lay no hands on me, 

Thedecde you vndertake is damnable* 

1 What we u ill do, we do vpon command. 

2 And he that hath commanded is the king. 

Cla, Erronious Vailailejthe great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded, 

That thou Bult do no miuther, and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edift, and fulfill a mans? 

Take heedc, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 

To hurle vpon their heads that brcalce his Law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee* 
For falfe forfwearing and forjmudet too : 

Thou didflreceiue thchply Sacrament 
To fight in quarrel of the houfeof Lsncafler, 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

DidB breake that vow and with thy trccherous blade* 
VnripB the bowels of thy fotieraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou weit fworrie to cherifh and defend. 

I How canB thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs* 

When thou hafl brokeit in fo dearc degree s? 

Cla, Alas, for whole fake did /that 111 deed ? 

For Ed ward, for my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this* 

F6r in this finne he is as deepe as L 
/f God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarreiifroro his powerfull arme« 
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The Tragedic 

He need? no indue# nor la vwfull courfe, 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

i Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring, braue Plantagenet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee? 

CU, My brothers loue, the Deuill, and my rage,. 

1 Thy brothers loue, the deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murthcr-thee. 

C/a, Oh, if you loue my brother,hate not me, 

I am his brother, and I loue him well : 

Ifyoubehirdefot need, go backeagaine. 

And I will fend you to my brother Glocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 

2 You are deceiu’d your brother Glocefter hates you, 
Cla. Ohno,heloues me and he holdsme deaie, 

Go you to him from me. 

■dmtlSo we will, 

C/a.TfW him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 
Bleft his three Tonnes with his victorious arme : 
Andchargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He li«rle thought of this diuided friendship. 

Bid Glocefter thinkeofthisand he will weepe, 

». I, miUlones,as he leffond vs to weepe. 

C/a. 0,do not Bander him for he is kinde, 

1 Right, as fnow in harueft, thou decciull thy felf(? P 
Tis he that fent vs hither'now to murder thee. 

C4r.lt cannot be: for vv heril parted with him. 

He hugd me in his arm«s,and fwore with fobs, , 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

2 Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 

Prom this worlds tbraldnme: to the ioyes of heauen. 

1 Makepeace with God, lor you muff die my Lorck 
C/a, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

T o counfell tneto make my peace with God, 

And arc thou yet to thy owne loule fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God for murdering me? 

Ah firs, confider he that fet you on 

To do this deede, will hate you for this deede* 

a What 
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of Richard the third. 

2 What fhall we do ? 

C/a. Relent and faue your foules. 

I Relent, tis co watdly and womanifli. 

C/a. Not to relent, is bcaftly.fauage, and diucllifls. 

My friend jl fpie fome pittie in thy lookes : 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and entreate for me * 

A begging Princc,what begger pieties not ? 

1 I thus, and thus : if this will hot felue, He (labs hint. 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next rcome. 

2 Abloudiedecd,anddefperatetyperformd, 

How faine like Pilate would I walh myfiand, 

Of this moft grieuous guiltie mutder done. 

1 Whydoeftthounothelpeme? 

By heauetls the Duke fliall know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

T ake thou the fee,and tell hitn what I fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I So do hot I, goe coward as thou art: 

Now muft 1 hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his Burial! : 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out,and here Itrraft not flay. Exeunt, 
Enter King, jQaecne,Haftings, Riuers.&c, 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke, 

You peeres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expe# an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to tedeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foUle fhall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth: 

Riuers and Haftings, take each others hand, 

Diflemble not your hatred, fweare your loue. 

%i‘ By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hate. 
And with my hand lfeale my true hearts loue. 

Haft, Sothriue l as 1 fweare the like. 

King, Take heed you dally not before your kingj 
Leaf! he thatisthefupveme Kingof Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood ,and award 
iither of ypu to be the othersend. 
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The TragetJie 

Haft. So profpcr I, as I fweare perfe A loue.’ 

Kiu, And I , as 1 loue Haftings with ray heart. 

Kin, Madam, your felfe arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue bene factious one againftthe other; 

Wife, loue Lord HaftiRg?,let him kifleyour hand, 

And what you do, do it vnfainc dly .* 

£)u. Here Hafting*,! wil rcuer more remember 
Our former hatfcckfothriucl and mine. 

Dor s Thus erifcrchargeof loue, l here proteft, 

V pon ray part fhall be vnuiolablc. 

Ha. And fo fweare 1 my Lord. 

Kin, Now p: inedy Buckingham fcale fhcu this league, 
With thy embraccments to my wiues allies, 

A nd make me happie in y cut vnitie. 

Buc, W hen euer Buckingham doth turnchis hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious iotie 
Doth cheriflfybu and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thole where I expert moll loue, 

W hen I haue roof! need to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Deepe,ho!lovv,trechcrous,and full of guile 
Be he vntorae, This do IbeggeofGod, 

VVhen I am cold in zealeto youoryours. 

Kin. A pleating cprdiallprihcely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now durbrotficr Glofter here. 

To make the perfcA period of this peace. 

Enter GUcefier, / : i . ^ 

Buc. And in good time, here comes the noble Duke. 
glo . Oood morrow to ray foueraighe king and queene, 
And princely peercs, a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed, as we haue fpent the day : 
Brother, we haue done deeds of charitie; 

Made peace of enmicie,faire loue bf hate, 

Betweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peercs* 

Glo. A b’efled Ubourmoft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape, if any here 

By U\{!e intelligence, oi wrong furmife, 
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of Richard tRc third. 

Hold mea foe, ifl vnwittingly.orin my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly born* 

By any in this prefence,! defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peaces 
T’s death to me 
I hate it, arid de 
Firft Madame, 

Which 1 will purchafe 
Of you my noble ccufen Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lodg’d betweene 
Ofyou Lord Riders, and LordGray of" 

That all without defert haue frowndon me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, gentlemen, in deed of 

I do not know that Englilh man aliue-, 

With whom my Foule is any iotte at oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night 
I thanke my God for my humihtie. 

A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege Idobefeech your maieftie 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madamejhaue l offred loue for this, 

To be thus fcorned in this roy al! prefence i 
Who knswes not that the noble Duke is dead » 

You do him iniury to fcorne his courfe. 

Ki, Who knowes not he is dead; who knowes he is# 
&». All feeing heauen, what a world is this i 
Buc. Looke Ho pale Lord Dorfet as t he reft l 
"Dor. I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence, 
But his ted colour bath forfooke his cheeke?. 

Kin, Is Clarence dead, the order was reuer ft, 

Glo, But he (poo re (buk)by your firft order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear e. 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt t fa at lot ne 3 e fie noble, and lefte loyall, 
Nearer in bloudie thoughts, but not in bloud : 

Deferue not wotfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet goc currant fronifufpitipn. Enter Darbie, 
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The l ragedie 
Tar. A boone (my foueraigne) for my feruice’done, 
Kh. I pray thee peace, my foulcisfullof forrow. * 
Tar. ■ 1 will not rife vnlefle your hig hnefle graunt. 
Kin ' Then fpeakeat oncc^what js itihoudemamujftj' 
The forfeit (foueraigne)of my feruants life, 

Whofl.eyv todaya ryotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke, of Norfifplke. 

Km. Haue J a tongue to doome my brothers death, 

. And (ball the fame giue pardon to a flaue J 
My brother Hew noman jhisfauk wasthought, 

A nd y et his puni/Iiment was cruel! death* 

W.hq fued to me for him/, whoin my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad.me be aduifde* 

Who fpakc of brotherhood i whoofJouel ' - 

Who told me how the poore fouledid forfake 
The mightie Warwickc.and did fight for me f 
Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe, he refeued me, 

And (aid,deare brother,liue and be a king i 

Who told me when we both/ay ip the fis Id* 

Frozen almoil to death, how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garmcnts,and gauchimfelfe 
Allthtnand naked to the numb cold nightef. 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a mioof you 
Had fo much grace to putit in my mipde. 

But when your carters ,or your waighting vaff 
Haue done a drunken flaughtcr,and defaftc 
The precious Image of our deareJ^ed^emfer? 

You ftraightareonyour knees.fpr pardon," - 
And I vniuftly too, rouft ‘x&i 

But for my brother,not am# would Ipeake, | 
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Haue bene beholding to himdphis'life^aw ^ ^-o, ..... 
Yetnoneofyouvrouldoncepleadlotimslup; : v 

Oh Godjlfearetby iuftice will take holde v is M"?. v 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this* (Exit. 

Come HaftingSjhdpe me to my clofet, ob poore Clarence. 

Gio. 



©f Richard the third. 
tf/o.This is the fruite of rawnes : mark* yon not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter B Pitches of York* with Clarence children . 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, isour father dead* 

D«/.No boy. ( br « ft * 

Hoy ; Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne l 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and fhakc your head? 
And call vs wt etches, Orphanes, caftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliue? 

Tut. My prettie Cofens, you miftakc me much, 

I do lament tbefickncfleoftheKing • 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this • 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, wc can : for niy good V »cle Gloceftcr 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when hetold mefohe wept, 

And hugd me in his atme, and kindly kift mycheefee, 

And bad me relie on him ason my father. 

And he wold loue me dearely as his childe. 

But. Oh that deceit Ihould ftealc fuch gentle fhapes, ; 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guije. 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my ftiamc : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diffcrable, Granam? 
But. I Boy. 

Boj.l cannot thitnke it, harke, what noife is this# 
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The Tragedie 

V -f 

Ehtfr the £hfccne. 

J%u<, Wh who (hall hinder roe to waile and weepc 3 
To chide my forfune-and torment my felfc ? 

Sic ioyne with blackedifpaire againftmy foule. 

And to my felfe become an enemie. 

T)»t, What meanes this feeane of rude impatience 3 
i?». T o make an aft of tragicke violence. 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne ottr king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred 3 
Why wither not tjie leaues, the fap being gone i 
If you will hue,! ament : if die, be briefe :J 
That our fvvift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, folio w him 
To his new kingdome ofperpetuall reft. 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue 1 in thy farrow, . 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, ! 

And liu’d by looking on his image s. 

But now two mirrorsof his princely femblance,. 

Are crackt in peeces by nialignantdeatb s 
And lfor comfort haue but one falfeglaftc,-;, 

Which greeues tne when I fee my fliamc in him. 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

Arid baft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath arraes. 



Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haucl 
Then, being but moifie>qf my griefe,; /.v? !!*»&«€ 

To ouergn {by plaints and drow.ne thy fries l, : .u : yg „ 
Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fatjiersdeatji,, 
How can we aide yoq wijl* our kindreds tearey^ 

Gerl. OurfatherlclTe diftreflre was ieft vnroqand. 

Your widowes dolours ife be vriwepf* 

Qju Giue me 8P M 
1 am not barrenly bring fetch laments. 

A 11 fprings reduce tljejr currents to mine eics. 

That I.being goiter ndby the watry moane* 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world;: 
Oh for my hutbanijjfor my heire |#*j$ward* 






of Richard the third. 

Ambot Oh for out father, for our deare Eo. Clarence* 

But. Alas for both, both mine Ed ward arid Clarence. 

Qu WhatftaiehadIbutEdward,andheisgone ? 

V7 m . What ftais had we but Clarence, and he i s gone ? 
‘Dut. What ilaics hadl but they»arid they are gone i 
g H Was neuer widow, had lo deare a Ioffe. # 

Am. Was euer Orpharies had a dearer Ioffe? 

But. Was euer mother had a dearer buef 1 
Alas, I am the mother of thefe mones. 

Their woes are patceld, mine are general! “ 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do I : 

I for a Clarence weepe^fo doth not me : 

Thefe babes for Clarertee weepc, and fo do I t 
I for an Edward weCpe.and fo dd they. 

Alas, youthfiec on me threefold diftreft. 

Powre all your teares,I am your forrowes nurle, _ 

And 1 will pamper it with lairientatidhs. Snter G (offer, 

CV.Madam haue comfort, afibf vs haue caufc wtb others. 
To waile the dimming of bur fhining ftarre : 

Bin none can cure theirharmeS by wailing them. 

Madame my mother, 1 do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee ybur grace, humbly on my knee 

Ieraueyour blefiing. , , 

But. God blefl'e thee, and put meeknes in thy mtnde, 
LouejChatitiejobediencc, and true dutie. 

Glo. Ameh,arid make me diea good old man. 

Thats the butt eridofmy mothers bleffing : 

I maruell why her grace did leaus it out ? ix • j 
Buck. You cloudy princes, arid hart forrowing peeres. 

That beSrethismutuall Keauieload of moane. 

Now cheare daehbthfti in each others !bue s 

Though wehraue fpent our harueft for this king, 

We are toreape the harueft of his fonne .* 

The broketvrancour bfyeUrhighfwolac hearts, ■ 

But lately fplintedjkmiia'rtdfeyrid tdgethtr, • 

Muft greatly be pfeferu^drfjherifbt, arid kepti 

Me fecmet.h goodthatwth fosne little train®, 
HithatoLoncfon^nbecmwndourlsirig, v: t ; t . 

E % .. Gk. 




i! 






The Tragedie 

Gto. Then fee it f© : and go we to determine 
Who they (hall be that (Iraight fhall port to Ludlow. 
Madame, and you my mother, wiii you go, 

Togiue your cenfures in thuwaightie bufineflfe. 

•ACWirh all our heart'. Exeunt. manet GIo.BhcL 

‘Bucks My Lord, who euer ioutoeyes to the Prince 3 ' ' 
For Gods fake Ictnot vj two be behinde: 

For by the way He fort occafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately ta r ktoff, m . 

T o part the Queenesproude kindred fromthe Kino 1 . 

G/o, My other felfe, my counfels confiftoric, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deareGofcri; ; 

I.like a childe. will go by thy direftion : 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not flay behinde.' :Exi\ 
Enter two Citizens, 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whithcr awayfofaft# 

2 Qt, I promife you,! fcarcely kno wmylelfc. 

1 Hcarc you the newes abroad 3 : tL 

2 I that the King is dead- 

i B ad newes bii lady, feldome comes the better,. 

I feare,! fearc, twill preotfe a tmublcfoaie'world. Enter a* 

? Cfc.Good morrow rieigfejjbjlrsds ©t sri nether Cit . 

B othtbisfle wes hdddof^oodKtfigs Edwjtdsdeat to 

1 It doth. ^ThenanaPet^ookje to '&e>a f-roublous wor lds 

2 No^^%i!s?J^gra«t; ^©iiBcrfelfraigpe, ; h 

3 Wo to that land ri$titgoaciW by? kchildaoi: ■ <• 

2 In him therein a Itopeoifgouerhnrentv* !* ?■>' -i 

That in hisgan^e, counfell vnacr birbv rUiw giw 

And in his fulljanddpenedyeercs bitnfclfe, wa r . sd ' ■' 
No doubt fbajl thenjand till then goderne welk 

I So flood the ftate when Harryitliefixt ssoo ."; 

Was ci o wild at Paris, but at nine montfhs olde. » . 

3 Stood do? goo d ray .Friend . not- lb, ’ 

For then this.land vvas fatbou% enricht^ao J ' 

With politike graue counfeil: then tfee Kifig 

Had vertuous V^bples toprotett hit Grace. . 

2 So hath.tbis,both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

For- 
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of Richard the third. 

For emulation now, who Ihall be neareft, 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not. 

Oh full of danger is the DukebfGloccfter, 

And the Quceties kindred hautie and proude, 

And -wire- they toberulde.and not to rtf 1«, 

This fickty land might folace as before. : .. 

2 Come,come,we fearethe wootft*all fiiall oC well. 

2 When clouds appeare, wife men pttf on their cloake s.„- 
When great leauesfall, the winter is at Hand : : _ 

When the fun fets^who doth not looke for flight? 

Vntiroelyftotroes make men esrpe^ a dearths 

A’.l may be well : butif Godfott it fo» ' , 

Tis morc then wedefemeor I expefV; " 'r 

i : T ruely theifpdesof men are full of dread* - ' ^ 
y e cannot almaft reafonwith a man 
Thatlookssaiotheaudyandfulloffeare. ; 

3 BefotetheQO\e*8ofthange,ftiilisitfo: 

By a diuine inflinfl: mens m'rndes mifiruft : ' ' / - 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we fee;^ y sy^ ' ; ' 

The\vaters6sftHBefbreaIm)(flroosftormer ; ! = r 

ButkaueityUaGodfcwhitherAWayj^ iv-tr- .*k** > - 
* We are feni for to the luftice. 5 ^ woisosri tv v; y-' . y_ 
3 A ndfsrWat: L Ilebeare^duc^npanie. y Exeunt, j 

£kr,Laft nigb»^Ikafd:theyday at Nor thhaittptOn, L 

At Stonittratfordwill they be tomigbt, ; -yp" ( 1 u 0. 

To morrow omexrdaythey wjM oehere, c -net n ff 
Dut . I long with aHm^ heart tbfeeehePtifteey 1 1 ' ; j. 

Ihopcheismuchgrbvveh;fince44fttlfaW'bitt^>i- ■ ^ r 

J%u. ButI hearetKTjtheyfayTbyfdnileOfybfk 1 ! 

Hath altnoft ouertane himiniiis growth; ‘ - 1 

YorA motheijbut I would nochaueif fo. i* ; ' - ’ ’ 

®«^W^myj^gGpufinitfago6d.f0^roW) i. 

T^r.GranamiOnemghtat^fcdtdiiiearfS^pe^id^'.t. 

My Vncle Riuerstalkthow ldid grow s^e > ■ isiis la<j nrtV 
More then my brpthcr.Tcju6tb my VncleClo. 

Small hearbs haue^race,greatwecd sgrow apace:' 

And fince roe thirikes lt would not gtOw fo faff, - 













ThcTragedie 

Good faith, good faith: rhe faying did not hold 
In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched!! thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, ° 

That ifthiswerearule, he fhould be gracious, 

C ar - "Why Madame, fo no donbt he i ; , 

Dut. I hope fo too, hut yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my froth if I had beene remembred, 

1 could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flour, (mine* 
That fhould haue neercr tuucht his growth then he did 
Dut, How my prettie Yorkef 1 pray thee let mee hcareit. 
Tor, Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fa ft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two homes hold t 
Twasful two yeeres ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue bcene a prettie left, 

Dut. I pray thee prettie Yorkc, who ibid thee foe 
Tor, Granam, his Nurfe. ' , ra 'f_ v 

Dut, Why, fhe was dead erethoiiwert borne. 

Tor. If twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me, 
gtt. A perilous boy: go too: you are too fllrewd. 

Car, Good Madame be not angry with the child, 

Slu. Pitchers haue cares. Enter D or fet. 

Car, Here comes your fonne, Lord Marques Dorfcr, 
What newesEordMarqubsif 
Z>or,;Such newes,mv Lord, as gricues me to vnfold. 

How fares the Prince? 4 
Dor, Well, Madame, and in health, 

Dut, What isthe newesthen? 

Dor. LordRiuers,and Lord Gray, are fent foPomfret, 
With them, Sh ; ThomasVaughan,prifoners, 

Dut- Who hath cOromited them? 

Dor, The mighrie Dukes, Clocefter and Buckingham, 
Car. For what offence? 

Dor, The fumme of all I can, I haue difclofed : 

Why, orfor what thefe Nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Qu, Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfe. 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde«* 

Infulting tyranny beginsto ict, 
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"of Richard the third. 

Vobi theinnocent and I lawjefle throanc : 

Welcome deftruaion, death and maffacrc. 

I fee as in a Mappc the end of all* 

Dut. Accurfed andvnquiet wrangling dayct, 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crownc, 

And often vp and dpwne my fonnes were tolt, 
for me to ioy and wcepe their game and lolte* 

And being feated.and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oueiblown.themfelucs thcconquerours. 

Make war vpon thcmfelues, blood againft blood 
Selfc againft lelfe, O prepofterous 

And frariticke outrage, end thy damned fplcenc, ' ^ 

Or let me die to look? on death no more, 

^.Come,coroe, my boy,vy e will .to Sanauarie. 

Dut. He go .along with you. 
jQu. You haue no caufe. 

(far, My Gracious Ladie* go, 

'And thither bcare your treafure and your goods* 

For my pift, lie reOgn.e ynto your Grace, 

The Seale lke.epe,andTb betide to me, * 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Come^ Tie cQnjdua \ . Exeunt « 

The Trumpets found. Enter pong Prince ,t be Dukes of 

. (ber. 

Tuc. w^cbdilYWcit^'Fnlnce to London to your chana- 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts fpueraigne, ( 
The wearie way hath made you melanchplie, >.• \«;y 
Prm. No Vnclc.but our ap|Tcsi on theway* 

Haue "made ft tc ,'ic!is,w eanfcrne,and heauic: - .. , 

I want more Vncles here to welcpiDc me, _ \ ■ : \ 

Gio, Sweet Ptinc?»theynta1n|e^yerttie' pfypujr y«r<jf*y 
Hath not yet draedtntb the worlds deceit: ' 
Normorecanyoudiftinguiftiofaraan, (jr f 

T hen of his outward ftiieW, which God heknovyes, 

Seldome ortieuer lutnpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, ■ L 
Your Grace attended to their fugred words, ; ^ 

But looks not on the payfon of their hearts* ic V: 1 s 
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God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe friend* 

Pm. God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were ne ne 
9 /e ' M}’ Lord, the Maior of London corner to greete vou * 
Enter Lord Maior , 

L ^.‘ G 3 blefle your Grace, with health and happv dai»* 
T’m.I.thanke you good my L. and thanke you all • 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 

* V l VS w * 1ct * lcr the y c°me or no. Enter L Hr 

? • ; A nd in good time heere comes the Creating Lord 
r/ «' Y-t elcome my L. what, will our mother come # 
Hajt.On what occaOon God he knowes not I : 

The Quecneyour mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sanft uarie : The tender Prince 
Would fainecome with mejo meetc your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce Withheld. 

Buc, Fie, what an indirect and pecnilh coutfe 
Ir this of hers? L.Cardinall,will your Grace 
Perfwade the Quecne thefend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prefcntly ? 

If flic dgnie,L, Haftings go with him, 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

'Car. My L.of Buckingham, if my weake oratorie 
Can from his mother winne to DukeofY orke, 

A non expeft him heere t but if fhe be obdurate 
To roilde entreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Ofblefled Sanftuarie: not for al! this land. 

Would I be guiltie of fo great a finne. 

Buck^ You are too fencelcfle obftinatc my L. 

Too ceremonious and traditionall. „ 

Weigh it but with the groffenelleof this age, 

You breake not Sanft uarie in feazing him : 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
Tothofe whofe dealings haue deferued the place 
And thofewher haue the wittoclaime theplace. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 

Then 



of Richard the third. 

Then taking him fronj thence that is not there. 
You breake no priuiledge nor charter there : 

Oft haue I Heard of fanfluarie men, 

EutSanftuarie children ijeuer till now. 

Car* My Lord,you fhall ouerrule my minde fot 
Come dti Lord Haftings, will you go with me# 
Haft, I go my Loid. Exit . Car.& Haft , 

Prt.G ood Lords make all the fpeedie haft you 
Sty Vncle Glocefter,if our brother come, (may. 
Where fhall we foiourne till our Coronation? 
(J/eaWherdit thinkftbeft vnto your royall feltc; 
Ifl my cdunfel you foine day or two. 

Your highnefTe fhall' tepofe you at the Tpwer ; 
Then where you pi eafe Sc ftialBe thought moil fit . 
Foryourbeft health andrecreation. ; ; 

Fr/T do hot like the Tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Csefer build that place my Lord f 
Buck, He diet, my gracious L. begin that place, 
Whicnflnce fucceding ages'haUercedified. 

Prin, Isifvpbn record, of els report ed , c . 

Succeffiuely from age to age he buil t it # 

Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin But fay my Lord it were not regifired. 

Me ihinkes the troth fhould liud frdni age to age, 
Astwere tetaild to ail poftcritie. 

Eucn to the genetail ending day. 

G/o.So wife ) foyong ) they fay do ntfler liue long, 
Prin. What fay you^Ude-f* c ! 1 ’ , ; 

Glo , I fay, without GKaiaftci's fatiie liu# S lorsjgf 
Thus like the formall vieeirtfquitie, ; 0 
I moralize twaSmeanings in oiid word. ' 

Prin. That Iulius Csefar was a famous tnafii i>i; ’ > >.*- 
With vyhat his valour did enrich his wit, ■ 

His wit fet downe to make his valobt^iUe i " 

Death makes no conqbcfl of his conquerour, 

For now he hues in fame, though not in life t . i 
lie tell you what royCooien Buckingham. 

Brnk: What laygratiowLord/ 1 - ' . 

«»• And if 1 hue vatill I be a man, 
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He win our auncicnt right in France againe. 

Or dyea fouldier as I liu’d a king,. 

Glo, Short fomracrs lightly haue a forward fpring. 

enter jonq Tor he , Haflmgs, Cardinal/. 

Tuc. No w in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke, 
Prin, Rich. of Y orke,hovv fares our noble brother i 
Tor. W ell my deare Lo : fo mud I call you now. 

Pm. I brother to our griefe, as ic is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by hi: death hath loft much maieftie. 

{/ lo. How fares ourcoufen noble L,ofY orke? 

T or. I thanke you gentle vncle* O my Lord, 

You faid rhat Idle weeds are faft in growth : 

The Prince my brother hath outgtowne me fair©,: 

Geo. He hath my Lo: 

Tor And therefore is he idle? 

Cjlo, Ohmyfairecoufen,Tmuftnotfay fo» 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to youthen L 
G/o. He may command me as my foueraigne, - 
But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giuc me this dagger. 

(Jlo. My dagger little coufen , with all my heat t, 

Prin. A begger brother-? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giuc, 

And being but a toy,vyhich is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that.lle giue my cofen. 

Tor, A greater gift? Q thats the fword to it. 

G/o. 1 gentle colen,werc it light enough. 

Tor.O than-1 fee youwilpart but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

G/o. It is too weightie for your grace to wears.. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Cjlo. VV hat would you haue my Weapon litle Lord ? 

Tor. I would that I might thanke you as asyou call me. 
Glo. How? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. Mv Lo: of Yotkc will fiill be crolTe in talke r 
Vnc’e your grace koowes how tobeare with him. 

Tor. You meane to beare me, not to beare with me 
Vucle, my brother raaekes both you and me, 

Beca» 



of Richard the third. 

Becaufe that I am litle like an Ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your {boulder*. 

Hhc, With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons. 

To mitrigate the fcornc he giue hi s voefe 
He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and fo yong is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lo : wilt pleafe you pafle along? 

My felfeand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goe vnto the tower my Lo? 

Trin. My Lord Prote&or will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fleepein quiet at the Tower, 

G/o. Why, what fhould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft s 
My Gtanam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Prin. 1 feare no vncles d ead, 

G/o. Nor none that liue,l hope. 

Prin, And ifthey liue, I hope I need not feare. 

But come my I. .with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin.Y or.Hafi.Hafl.Dorf.manet.Rich.Blit . 
Buc. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 

Bold, quicke,ingenious,forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bhc. Well let them reft : Come hither Gatcsby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effect what we intend. 

As elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou kno weft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkefl thou, is it not an eafie matter 
Fo make William L. Haftmgs ofour rnindr* 

For the infta'raent of this noble Duke, 

In thefeate royall of this famous lie? 

Catef, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

w hat chinked thou then of Stanley y what will he ? 
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The Tragedie 

Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck; Well, then no more but this : 

Go gentle Catesby ,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he ftands affe&ed 
V nto our purpofe,lf he be willing. 

Encourage him, and fhew him all our reafons? 

If he be leaden, Icie, cold, vnwilling,. 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold diuidedcounfels, 

"Wherein thy felfe ftialt highly be employed. 

^.Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesby,, 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newer, 

Giue gentle Miftreffe Shpre,one gentle kiflethe more. 
Buck « Good Catesby effect this bufineffe foundly. 

Cat. My good Lords both; with all the heed I may. 
gio. Shall we heare from you Catesby erewefleepe# 
Cat. Y ou fhall my Lord, Exit Catesby. 

Glo. At Crosby place, there fhall you find vs both. 

Buck. Now my Lord, what {ball we do, if we perceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our complotsi 
Gio. Chop off his head man, fomewhat we will do. 

And lookc when I am King claime thbuofme 
The Eailedome of Herford and the mooucables, 

Whereof the King mv brother ftood pefteft. 

'Buc. He claime that proroifr at your Graces hands, 
glo. And loeike to haue it yeeided with wilhngndTe, 
Gome let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fomc forme. Exeunt. 

‘'’Enter a me ft nger to Lord Haftings . 

Aieft. Whaf homy Lot d. r 

Hafl . Who knocksat the doorc? 

Mef A meffenger from the L.Stanley . Enter L.Uaft. - 
Ba(l. Whats a clocked 

Mef. Vpon the ftroke of foure. ■ 

Bail. Cannot thy maifter fleepe the teditom nights. 
Mef, So it ftjould feeme by that ! haue to fay : ^ 
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P rfl he commends him to yournobleLordfliip, 

* Had . And then. Mef. And then he fendsyou word. 

He dreamt to night the Beare had rafte his helme : 

Kefides he fay es, there are two counccls held, 

Andthatmay bedetermindatthe one. 

Which may make you and him to rewattbe other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lorftiips pleafure 
If prcfently you will take horfc with him, 

And with all fpeed poft into the North,. 

To lhun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Had. Good fellow go, returne vntothy Lords 
Bid him not fearethefeparated councels : 

His Honour and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the othet is my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof Iftiall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are fhallow, wanting inftancie. - 
And for his dreames,l wonder he is fo fond. 

To truftthe mockerieo' vnquiec {lumbers. 

To flye the Boare- before the Boare purfiievs. 

Were to incenfe the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuire where he did meane no chafe.' 

Go,bid thy mafter rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boare willvfevs kindly. 

Mef. My gracious Lord, I le tell him what you fay. Exit. 

Enter Catesby to L. Haftings. 

Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord, 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby: you are early ftirring ? 
What newes, what newes,in this our tottering ftatcJ 
Cat . Itis-a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme, 

Haft. Who? weare the Garland# doeft thou meane the 
Cat. I my good Lord, (Crowne? 

Haft. lie haue this crowne of mine,cut from my -{boulders 
Ere 1 will fee the Crowne fofouie mifplafte : 

But canft thou geffe that he doth ayme at it# 

V poo my life my L« and hopes to finde you forward 
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Vponhis party for the gaiuc thereof. 

And thereupon be fends you this good newes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene tnuft die at Pomfrer, 

.Haft, Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue beeneftill mine enemiet; 

Bur that lie giue my voyceon Richards fide. 

To barre my matters bcires in true difeent, 

God knowesl will not do it to the death. 

Cat, God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious mindc. 
HaJ}, But I (hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 

I line to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. fat, What my Lord; 

Haft, Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend force packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat, Tisa vile thing to die my gracious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard and looke not for it. 

Haft,0 monftrous,monftrours,and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray: and fo twill doo 
With fomc men els, who thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowft aredeare* 

To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued i. 

Enter Lord Stanley , 

What my L- where is your Boate-fpearc man# 

Feare you the Boare and goe fo vnprouided # 

Stan. My L, good morrow : good morrow Catesby i 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not hke thefe feuerall councels I, 

Haft. My L. / hold roy bfe as deare asyou do yours. 
And neuer in my life /do proteft, 

Was it more precious to roe then it is now: 

Thinke you but that /know our ftate fecure, 

/would be fo try umphant as /a m# 

Sta. The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London 
Were iocund, and fuppofde their Rates was fure, 

And 



of Richard the’third. 

Andindeedehad no caufe tomiftruft: 

But yet you fee how foone the day orecail. 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt. 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a needlefle coward. 

But come my L, (hall we to the T owcr. ? 

Ha. I go. but flay; heare you not the newes# 

This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

Jw.They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then feme that haue accufde them weare their hat: 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit L.Standley>& C ai * 

Ha. Go you before, lie follow prcfcntly. 

Enter Haftings a Purfiuant. 

Haft. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it pleafe your goodLordfhip to ask- 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when 1 met thee laft where now we meete: 

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftionofthe Queenes allies : 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good contcnt,'- 
Haft, Graracrcy Flattings, hold fpend thou that. 

He ghtes him his pur/e. 

Pur. God fauc- your Lo id flap. Exit, Pur, Enter a Erie ft. 
Haft, What fir Lohn,ypu are well met, 

1 am beholding to y ou for y o ur iatt day es execife: 

Gome the next Sabboth,and 1 will content you* Hewhif- 
£ oter Buckingham. ( per s' in his eare , 

Buc.Wow now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a. 
Your friends at Pomfret they do treed the Prieft: (Prieft: 
Your Honour hath no fhiiuing vvorke in hand. 

Haft.G ood faith, and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde: . 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Bus. I do, but long I fhallnot ftay. 

J fhall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough, for /ftay dinner there, . 

And fuppet too, although thou knowft u not i 

Com*- 
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Come frail we goe along 2 Exeunt 

Enter Sir Richard Ratliffe , rrith the LordRtuers, ' 
Gray, and Vaughan, pr if oners. 

’Rat. Come bring forth the pnfoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratiiffe,'et roc tell thee this? 

Today fhalr thou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth, for c!utic,and for loyaltie. 

Gray, God kcepe the prince from al! the pack ofyous 
A knot you are of damned blood fuckers. 

Riu. O PomfretjPomfretjOh thou bloudie prifon, 

F atall and dominions to noble Peeres ; 

Within the guiltie clofure of thy vvallcs 
Richard the fecund here washackt todeath: 

And for mote {launder to thy difmall foule, 

Wegiuc thee vp our guiltleffe bloudsto drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfc is falne vpon our heads. 

For {landing by, when Richard ftabd her forme, 

Ri- Then curft /he Ha(lings,then cuift /he Buckingham^ 
Tliencurft fheRichard.Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs. 

And for my filler, and her princely fonne: 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true blouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniufily mud be fpilr. 

Rat, Come, come,dkfpatch, the limit of your liues is out. 
Riu, Come Gray,come Vaughan, let vs all imhrace 
A nd take our leaue, vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt, 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once, the caufe why we are met. 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day ? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time 2 
Dar, It is, and let but nomination. 

Bifh: To morrow then, I guefle a happie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Proteffors minde herein ? 
Who is moft inward with the noble Duke? (his mind* 

*Bi, Why you ray Lo : me thinks you fhould fooneft know 
Buc. Who I my Lord i wc know each others faces • 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 



Then! of yours: nor 1 no mote of his, then you of mines ^ 
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Lor, Haftings,you and he are nearc in loue. 

Haft. I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well : 

But for his purpofe in the coronation 
I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His graces pleafurc any way therein : 

But you my L, may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe ile giue my voice, 

Which I prefume he will take io gentle part. 

Bijh. Now in good time here comes the Duke hhnfclfe. 
Enter Glofter. 

Glo. My noble L. and coufens all good morrow, 

I haue bene long a fleeper,but now / hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Buc, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L,Haflings had nowpronounft your part : 

/ meane your voice for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Then my L,Hafling$,no man might be bolder, 

His Lord Ihip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft, / thanke your grace, 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, 

Bifh. My Lord. 

Glo. When/waslaftinHoiborne, 

1 fawe good ftrawberries in your garden there, 
/dobefeechyou fend for fome of them, 

Bi{h. I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Coufcn Buckingham, a word with you s 
Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufinelTe, 

And findes the telly gentleman (o hotc, 

As he will loofe his head ere giue confent. 

His maifters fonne as worfhipfull he termes if, 

Shall loofe the royaltic of Englands throane, 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L,Ile follow you. Ex.Gfo* 
'Dar, We haue not yet fer downe this day of triumph. 
To mortow in mine opinion istoofoonc: 

For 1 my fclfe am not fo well proukded 
Aselfc / would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Btfhop of Elte. (berries. 

Bu Where is my L.Proteftor, / h^uc fent for thefe ftraw*> 

G Haft. 








The Tragedie 

Haft. His Grace lookes chcerffilly and fmooth to day, 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir. 

I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendome, 

That can lefler hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar , What ofhis heart perceiueyouin his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day i 
Haft. Mary,that with no roan here he is offended* 

For if he were, he would hauefhewenit in his face. 

Dar. I pray God he be not, l fay. 

Enter G/ofter. 

Gio. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpir e my death with diuelh fli plots, 

Ofdamned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild 
Vp°n ray bodie with their hellilh chatmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer rhey be.: 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

Gio. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill. 

See how l am bewitcht, behold mine arras 

Is like a blafted faplingwithcred vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 
Confortcd with that harlot (trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 
Gio. If, thou proteftor of this damned (trumpet, 

Telit thou me of iffes 2 thou art a traitor. 

Off with fiis head.Novv by Saint Paul, 

1 will not dine to day I fwcare, 

Vntill I fee thc (ame.fome fee it done t . 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, mam 
Ha, Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Ca.mtb najh 
For 1 to® fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreametheboarc did race hishelme, 

But I difdaind ir,and did fcorne to file. 

Three tipies to day my footecloth horle did ltumble, 
And^artkd whenhclookt vpontheTower, , 
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As loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe* 

Oh, now 1 want the Prieft that fpaketo meg 
I now repent I told the Putfiuant, 

As twcrc triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd, 

A nd I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret: now thy heauy curie 
Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

C a t. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner? 
Make a (hort (hrift, he longs to fee your head. 

haft. O momentary flare of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heaacn s 
Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a mart, 

Ready with cuery nod to tumble downe 

Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me,thar (hortly (hall be dead. Exeunt, 
Enter Duke ofGlofter and 'Buckingham in armor. 

Gio. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour £ 
Muuher rhy breath in middle ot a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert diftraught and mad with terror. 

Hue, Tut feare nor roe. 

I can counterfeit the deepe T ragedian, 

Speake.and lookebacke, and pne on euery fides 
intending deepe fufpition,gattl y lookes 
Are at my (cruice like inforced fmiles. 

And both arereadie in their offices 

To grace my ftratagerns. Enter Masor. 

Cjlo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc, Let roe alone to entertaine him. L. Matos. 

Gio. Looketothe drawbridge there, 

Buc. The reafon we haue fern for you. 

(jlo. Catesby ouerlooke the walles* 

Buc, Harke,/heare a drumme. 

Gio. Looke backe, defend thee,here are enemies. 

Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs. 

G, O, be quiet, it is Catesby, 
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TheTragedie 

Enter Catesby with Hafltngt head. 

Cat , Here is the head of chat ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed Haftings. 

<7/f».So dearc l lou’d the man, that I muft v» eepet 
I tooke him for the plained harmeleflc man, . 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chnftian: 

Looke ye my Lord Maior: 

Made him my booke wherein ray foul e recorded 
TheHiftotieofall her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d hts vice with (hew of venue. 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

Imeanc his conuetfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder oi'fufpeft. (traitor 

Buck, Well, well, he was the couertft (heitred 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or almoft beleeue, wert not by great prefetuatid 
We hue to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in tbecounCell houfe, 

To murder roe, and my goodLord of Glocefter, . 
Mayor. What, had he fo? 

Glo. What thinkc ye we are Turksor Infidels, 
Or that we would againft the courfc of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly to the villames death, 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 
Thepeaceof England, and our perfonsfafetie 

Inforft vs to this execution? 

Ma Now faire befall you, he deferued his death. 
And you my good L. both,haue well proceeded. 
To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts; 
/nener lookt for better at hu hands. 

After he once fell in with Milfrcfle Shore. 

Cio , Yet had not we determined he lhould die, 

Vntill* your Lordihip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing hafte of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft out meaning haue pruented, 
Becaufe ray Lord, we e would haue hady ou heard 
The traitor fpeake, and tiraeroufly confeffc 
The manner,and thepurpofeofhistreafon. 
That you might wcU hau€i%nified the fame 
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Vnfo the Citizens, who happily may 
M'fconfter vs in]him,and wa^le his death. 

M*. My good L, your Grates word (hall feme 
As well as I had feeneor heafd him fpeake, 

And doubt you hot ri ght noble PrincesEoth, 

But He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wi(bi your Lordfliip 
Toauoid the carping fenfures of the word.(here, 
5ar.Butfinceyou came too late of our interns, 

Yet witnefte what we did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Glo. After, aftcr.Coufen Buckingham. Exit Maior, 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft, 

There at your meetft aduantage of thetime, 

Inferre the baft erdy of Edwards children s 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Ohely for faying be would make hi» fonne 
Heireto the Crowne,meaning(indeed)his houfe. 

Which by thefigne thereof was tcatmedfo, 

Moreoucr.vrge his hatefull luxurie, 

And heftiall appetite in change ofluft. 

Which ftrctched to their feruants, daughters, wiues, 

Eueti where his lufbull cye,or fauage heart. 

Without conttoll lifted to make his prey ; 

Nay for a need thus farre come neere my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mothet went with child 
Of that vnfatiate Edward, noble Yotke, 

My Princely father then had wanes in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time 
Found, dm the iflue was not his begot* 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father s 
But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufe you know my Lord, my mother liues, . 

Hue. Farcc nor, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As ifthe golden fee for which I pleads 
Were for my felfe. 

G/oJfyou thriue well, bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
Where you Hull finds me well accompanied 

G | ‘ Witfe 
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; TheJTragedie 

With rcuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops* 

Hue. About three or foure a docke lookc to heare 
What newes Guild hall affordetb,and fo my Lfarwell. 

Glo. Now will 1 in to take fame pr iuie order Sx.Bue 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight. 

And fo giuc notice that no manner per'fon 
At any time bauerecourfe vnto the PrinCes, 

Enter a Scriuener veith a paper in his hand* 

This is the Indidment of the good L. Flaflings, 

Which in a fet-hand fairely is engrofi’d 
That it may be this day read otier in Pauls: 

And marke how well the fequeil hangs together, 
tdeuenhoures Ifpentto write it ouer, 

Foryefternigjtt by Cacesby was it brought me, 
Theprcfidcnf was full as longa dooing. 

And yet within thefe flue houres liued L.Haftings, 
VntaintedjVnexamined: free, at liberties 
Here’s a good world the while. Why, who’s fo grofie 
That fees not this palpapledeuice# 

Y et who fo blind but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing mull be feene in thought. Exit c 
Enter Glocefler at one doore Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now my L. what fay the Citizens# 

Z?»r,Now by the holy mother ofour Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme,and fpeake not a word, 

G io. T oucht you the Baft ardy of Edwards children# 

Buc . I did: with thc infatiategrcedineffeofhudefircs, 
Kis tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

Withall 1 did inferre y out licnaments. 

Being the tight Idea of your father. 

Both in one forme and nobletiefleofminde: 

Laydopen all your vjdoriesin Scotland : 

Your Difcipliucib warre, wifedom in peace s 

Your bountie,vertuc,faire hnmilities 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch’tjor flieghtly handled in difeourfe; 

Acd when my Oratorie grew to end, 
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of Richard thethird. 

T bid them thatloues their Countries good. 

Cry, God faue Richard,Englands royall King. 

Gb. A, and did they io# 

Z?»r, No fo God helpe me, • 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlefle (tones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt dearjy pales 
Which when Ifaw,I reprehended them? (lencef 
And askt the Mayor what meant this wiliuU U" 
Hisanfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againes. 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inrerd.'’ 

But nothingfpake in warrant. from himfelfe . 

When he had done foroe followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And foroe ten voyces cry ed, God faue King Richard .v 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth 1, 

This generall applaufe and louing fboute. 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard. 

And fo brake pffand came away. 

Glo , W hat tonguelefie blocks were they , would they not 

£»c.Nobymytrothmy Lord. _ (fpeake# 

Glo. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 

'Buc. The Maior is heere: and intend fomefeare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but with’mightie futes 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church- men good my Lord «, 

For on that ground He build a holy delcant : 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft s 
Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it. 

Glo. Fearc not me, if thou canft pleade as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt weele bring it to a happy iftue. 

Buc . You final fee what I can do, get you vp to the leads, 'Ex* 
N'»w my Lord Mayer, 1 dance aitcndance here, 

I thinkethe Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesbj , 
Herecomes his feruant: how notv Catesby what faycs he- ? 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vifithim to morrow, or next day; 

He 
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He is within with two rcuerend Fathers,' 

Diuinely bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly fute would he bemou’d. 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Vue. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord again. 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe ejefignes and roartt rs of great moment, 

No lefte importing then our generall good. 

Are come to haue fome cofcrence with his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward : 
rie is not lulling on a leaud day be'd, - 
Rot on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizam, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not uccping to ingrofl* his idle body. 

Bur praying ro inrich his watchful! foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntic thereon, 

But fure 1 fcare we (hall neuer winne him to it, 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 
Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I fcare be will,hownow Catesby, 

What (ayes your Lord i 

Cat. My L.he wonders to what end you haueaffcmblcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he feares you roeane no good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen ffieuld 
Sufpeft roe that I meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I coroe in perfect loue to him. 

And fo once more returne and reli his grace: Exit Catetbj. 
When holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter fsch. and two Btjbops aloft. 

Maior. See where he Rands between two Clergy men* 
Buc. T wo props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince, 

To way him from the fail of vaoitie, 

Famous 
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Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince^ 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Ofthy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

Gle. MyLord,thereneeds no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Negle& the vifitationofmy friends: 
gut leauing this, what is your Graces pleafuref 
Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God abotte. 

And all good men ofthis vngouerned He, 

Clo, I do fufpeft.Ihaue done fome offence. 

That feemes dilgratious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc, You haue my Lord; would it picafc your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault, 

Cjlo, Eifc wherfore breath 1 in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refigoe 
Thefupreame Seatc.the Throne maietticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

The lineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemiffit ftockc : 

Whileflinthe mildenefleof your fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to our Couotryes good; 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defac’t with ftars of infamie, 

And altnoft fhouldi cd in this fwallowing gulph, 

Of blind forgetfulnefle and datke obliuioni 
Which to recure we heartily folicite 
Y our G rac'ious felfe to take on you the foueraigntic thereof 
Not as Protcftor, Stvveward,Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gainc? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie,your owne * 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worlhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute cotne I to moue yout Grace. 
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C Ip , I know not wh ether to d epart in filence. 
Or bitterly to fpeake in your teproofe, 

Beft fitteth ray degree or your condition : 

Your loue deferuesmy thankes,but my deiert 
V nmeritable (hunnes your high requeft. 

Firft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to thecroyrne, 

A r > my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit, 

So mightis and fo many my defefts, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnefle. 
Being a Barke to brookc no mightie fea. 

Then in my greatnefle couet to. he hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmotbered .• 

But God be thanked theres no need for me. 

And much lneed to hclpe you if need were. 
The royallrree hath left vs royal! fruite. 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time, 
Will well become the feate of maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie ftarres, 
Which God defend that I fhould wting fro him. 
Bac,My lord.this arguescofcience in your grace. 
But the refpcdls thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwatds wife -• 

For firft he was contraft to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother Hues, a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterward by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bom, lifter to the king of Trance, 

Thcfeboth putby a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- warning and diftrcffed widfivve, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft dayes. 

Made prife and purchafe of his luftfull eye, 
S?duc t the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 
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To bafe declenfion and loathd bigamie, 

Bv her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This £<Aswd,whom our maners terme the prince . 
More bitterly could I cxpoftulate, 

Saue that for rcuerence to foroe aliue 
I eiucafparinglimit to nay tongue: 

Then °ood my Lord, take to your royall felfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitic: 

If not to blcfie vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw outyout royall ftocke, 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe. 

Mat. Do good my Lord, your citizens emreatyou. 
Cat, O make them ioyfulI,grant their lawfuil fute. 
Clo. Alas, why would you ficape thofe cares on me, 

I am vofit forftateand dignitie: 

I do befeechyou take it. not aroiffe, 

I cannot, nor I will not y eeld to you. 

Buc. Ifyou refbfeit as in loue andzeale, 

Loth to depofe the childe your brother? foiine, 

As well we know your tendcmcfi.e of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminjteremorfe, 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 

Andcgaliy indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no, 

Y our btothers fopne fhall neuer raigne our king. 

Bur we will plant Tome other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and downfall ofyour houfe : 

And in this refolution here we leaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more, 

Cio. O do not fwcare my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them agam,my Lord, and accept their fute, 
Ano. Do, good my Lorddeaft all the land do rew it. 
(j lo. Would you enforce me to a world ofcare i 
Well, call them againe, I am not made of ftones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats. 

Albeit againft my confidence and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham } aud you fage grauc men. 
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Since your will buckle fortune on ray backe, 

To beare the burthen whether l will or no, 

I muft hauc paeience to endure the loade. 

But if blacke fcandaleor fo foulc fact reproach 
Attend the fe quell of your impofition, 

Y our meere inforcement (hall acquittance me 
From all theimpure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knowcs.and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the dt fire thereof. 

May. God blelFe your Grace,wefceir, and will fay it. 
Gio. In faying fo you {hall but fay the truth, 

Buc. Then 1 falute you with this kingly Title; 

Long hue King Richard, Englands royall King. 

Mat. Amen, 

Hue, To morrow will it pleafeyou to be crown’d# 

Glo. Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo, 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 

(flo. Come.let vs to our holy tafke againe : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 

gnter £>ueene mother,Duuhe[fe ofYorke, Marques 
D or fet at one door e, Dutchejfe ofGloceJler 
at another doere. 

Tint, Who meets vs heerc, my Neece Plantagenet# v 

jQu, Sifter 1 well met, whether away fo faft# 

Dut.Cjlo. No farther then the Tower,andas I guefle 
V pon the like deuotion as your felucs, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there, 

J^wKind fitter thanks, weele enter all togither* 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower, 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M Lieuetenant, pray you by your lcaue. 

How fares the Prince# 

Lieu, Well Madam, and in health; but by your lead®, 

I may not fuflfer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary, 
j^y.The King# why, who’s that# 

Lieu, I cry you mercie, I meane the Lord Proteftotv 
^«.The Lord pro t eft him from that Kingly title; 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their louc and me; 
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I am tbeir’mother,who fhould keepe me from them# 

I am their father, mother, and will fee them. 

q)ut. Glo . Their Aunt 1 am in law,m loue their mother : 
Then feare not thou. He beare thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my peril). 

Lieu. / do befeech your Graces all to pardon me : 

1 am bound by oath, l may not do it. 

Enter Lord Standlp 

Stan. Let me but meete you Ladies an houre hence, 

And I le falute your Grace of Yorke,as mother : 

Andreuerent looker on, o! two faire Queencs. 

Gome Madam, you muft go with me to Weftmmfter, 
Thereto be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

£fu, O cut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
May haue foroe fcopc to beat e, or clfe I found 
With this dead killing newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort,how fares your Grace 
Jf)u. O Dorfctjfpeake not to me,get thee hence. 

Death and deftruftion dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt outllrip death, goe crofle the teas. 

And liue with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughtethoufc, 

Leaft thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene, 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counlell Madams 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthetime. 

You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

T o meete you on the way, and welcome you. 

Be nor taken tardie,by vnwite delay. 

Dut.Yor. O ill difpearfiug winde ofmiferie, 

© my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eyeismurtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all hafte wasfent for, - 
Duch, And I in all vnwillingncffe will goe, 

I would to God that the inclufme verge 
Of golden roettall that muft round my browe, 
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W ere red hottc fteele to feare me to thebraine, 
Annointed let me with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godfaue theQuecne. 

Alaspoorefoule,/cnuie not thy glory, 

T o feede my humor, wifh thy felfc no hartne. 

Dui.G/o. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me as I followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarce the blood was well wafhtfrom his hands. 
Which iflued from my other angel husband, 

And that dead faint, which then / weeping followed, 
0,*h en / fay, / lookt on Richards face, 

7 his was my wifh, be thou quoth / accurff, 

For making me fo yong.fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife, if any befobaddc 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfc againe, 

Euen in fofhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crolly grew captiuetohis hony words. 

And prou'd the fubfcAs of my owne foules curfc. 

Which eucr fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe, 

F«r neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the gulden deaw of fleepe, 

Buthiue benewdkedby his timerous dreames, 

Befldes,hc hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will fhoi tly be rid of me. 

<$tt. AJas poote fdule, / pitrie thy complaints. 
Dut.&loTNo more the from my foule I mouine for yours* 
£hi. Fare well, thou wofull welcomer of glorie, 

Dut.Gio. A due poore foulest houtakft thy leaueofit. 
Du.Yor.Ge thou to Richmod ,5c good fortune guide theS' 
Go thou to Richard,and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan&uarie,good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie odde y cares pf’forro w haue I fecne, 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teenc. 

71* 
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Tbt Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowed, Bucking- 
ham, Catetby, with other Nobles, 

S.a»daUap.t.Xofcaof Budtash,m, 

Giue me thy hand : BerebeufcenAet* 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy affiftance is king Richard feared : 

But fliall we weare thefe honors for a day* 

Or fliall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

Sue. Still litiethey,and for eufer may they laft. 

Kin.Ri, O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be Currant, gold indeed : 

Tong Edward Hues : thinke now what I would lay, 

Tuc. Say on my gratious foucraigne. . 

King. Why Buckingham, 1 fay 1 would be king. 

Why fo vou are my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha; am I king? tisfo, but Edward Hues. 

Sue. True noble Prince. 

King, O birter confequence. 

That Edward ftill fliould Hue true noble Prince. 

Cofcn, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plaine ? I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performdc. 

What faift thou i fpeake fuddenly >be briefe. 

Sue. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King . Tot,tut, thou art all yce,thy kindnefle freezeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they {hall die 2 
Sue. Giue me fome breath, Come litlepaufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your Grace immediatly. 

Cat. The king is angry, fee,he bites the lip* 

King . I will conucrfe with iron witted fooler. 

And vnrefpeAiue boy cs, none ate for me 
That looke into me with confiderate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpefL 
Boy. Lord. 

King. Knowft tbou not any whom corrupting gold 

' Would 





Thc;'[Tragcdie 

Would tempt vneo a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, I knowadifcontcnred Gentleman. 
Whofe humble mcancs match not his haughtic niinde, 
Gold were as good as twentic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King, What is his name/ 

Toy. His name nay Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Got call him hither prefenrly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with roe vntirdc 
And flops lie now for breath £ 

Enter Darby . 

How cow, what newes with yon ? 

Dar . . My Lord, I heate the MarquefTe Dorfct 
L fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. * 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King . Rumor it abroad 
T hat Anne my w ife is fickc and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe s 
Enquire mc.out fome meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom Avil marry ftraightto Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foolifli,and / feare not bint •• 

Lookc how thou dreamft : / fay againe,giue out 
That Anne roy wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth tnay damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my kingdome ftands on brittle glafle, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine, but 1 am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Teare falling ptttiedwcls not in this eye. 

Enter Tirr el. 

/s thy name Tirrell ? 

Tir. Ames Tirrel,and your moft obedient fubieft 
Au thou indeed i 
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or Richard the third. 

Tir. Prouc me my gracious foueraigne. 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of miner 
7>. Imy Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies* 
'King. Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to roy reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 

A re they that I would haue thee dealc vpon: 

TirreU meane thofe baftards in the tower. 

Tir. Let me haue open meaner to come to them, 

And foone lie rid you from the feare of them. 

King. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirrifl, 
Go by t :hat token, rife and lend thine care,Z/e whtlfersin his 
Tis no more but fo.fay iris done (earn 

And I will loue thee, and pre fere thee tco, 

Tir,- Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we beare from thee Tirrcl, eye we fleepcl . 

Enter 'Buckingham* 

Tir * Yefhallrny Lord 

Bttc. My Lord, I haue confidercd in try mind. 

The late demaund that you did found me in* 

King, WelljUc that paffe,Dorfet is fled to Richmond* 
Buc* I hearethatnewes my Lord* 

King. S tardy he is your wiues fonnes. Wei looke too it* 
Buc. My Lord,! claim: your gift, my due by promife, 
For which your honor and your faith ispawnd* 

The Eatledome of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promifed I fhould poflefle. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if fhe conuey 
Letters to Richmond you fhallanfwere if. 

Buc. What fayes your highnefle to my iull demaundi 
King. As I remember, Henry the fixt 
Didprophefie that Richmond fhould be king. 

When Richmond was a little pceuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Back. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,I being by, that 1 fhould kill him. 

Buck. My Lord, your promife for the Eatldome. 

King. Richmond, when laft 1 was at Exeter, 

The Maior in cuttefie fhewed me the Caftle, 

I- And 
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■And called it R use- mount, at which namcl flatted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
1 fliou'd not hue long after I faw Richmond. 

Bttc. My Lord. 

King. I, ubatsaclocke? 

Bttc. Iam thus bold to put your grace in tninde 
Of what you promifde me. 

King, Well but whats a clocke? 

Bttc, Vpoo the fttoke often. 

King. Wcll,let it fluke. 

Bttc. Why letitftnkef 

King . Becaufethatlikealackc thou keepfl the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my medication, 

I am not in the gluing vaine to day , . . 

Bttc, Why then refoluc me whether you will or no ? 

K; Tur,ntt,thoutroubleft me. I am not in the vainc. Exit. 

Bttc. Is it euen fo i rewards he my true fcruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made I him king for this ? 

O let me thinke on Haftings, and begone 
To Btecnock, while my fearefullhcadison. Exit, 
Enter Sir Kronen Tirrell. 

Tir. Thetyi annous and bloudie deed is done,. 

The moft arch aft ofpittcous maflacte, 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forteft whom I did fubhorne 
To do thir ruthful peece efbutebery. 

Although they were flefht villains,bloudy dogs, 

M citing with tendernefle and kind compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths lad ftoriess 
Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofe tender babcs a . 

Thus thus quoth Fo* reft girdling one another 
Within their innocs nt alablafter armes. 

Their lips like foure red Rofcs on a ftalkc, 

Which in their fommer beautic kifl each other* 

A bookeof praiers on their pillow late, 

Which once quoth Forreft a! moft ebangd my mmde, 

But O the diuel : there the villaine ftopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on wc fmothcred 
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The moft rcplcnifhed fweet wotke ofnature. 

That from the prime creation euer he framed. 

They could not fpcake,and fo I left them both* 

To bring this ty dings to the bloudy king. 

Enter king %ichard> 

And here he comes. All haile my fou eraigne liege. 

King. Kind Tirrell, am I happicin thy newes ? 

Tir. If to haue done the thingyou gauein charge 
Beset your happinefle, be happic then. 

For it is done my Lord. 

King. But didfl thou fee them dead i 
Tir. 1 did my Lord, 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath butted therm 
But how or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper. 

And thou (halt tell the ptocefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 

A nd be inheritor of thy defirc. Exit Tirrell. 

Farewell till foonei' ' 

Th: fonne of Clarence haue T pent vp clofc. 

His daughtcrm^ftly haue Imatcht in marriage, ' 
The fonnes of Edwatdflccpe in Abrahams boforae, 

And Anne ray wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I knovv the Btittaine Richmond aimes 
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter* 

And by that knot ldokes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Cate sly. 

Cat. My Lord. ■ 

Kin. Good newes or Bad ,that thou comeft in fo bluntly $ 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ft ill Bis power encreafcth. 

King. Ely «rith Richmond troubles me more nearc 
Then Buckingham and his rafti leuiedarmy : 

Come, t haue heard that fearfull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggety 8 

1 a Then 
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The Tragedie 

Then'fierie expedition be mv wings, 

Soue, Mercuie and Herald for a king. 

Coine mufter men, my counfaile is my fhielcf. 

We rauft be briefe, when traytorsbraue the field, Exeunt, 

Enter Queene Margaret fola , 

£EMar, So now profperirie begins to mellow 2 . 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heieinthefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wainingof mine actucrfaries : 

A dire induction ami witnefle too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proueas bitter,blacke, and tragical!, 

Withdta w thee wtetched Margaret, who comes here:? 

Enter the aeene.andthe Dutchejfe ofTorke. 

£>u. Ah my y ong Ptinces,ah my tender babes] 

My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets. 

If yet your gentle fouta flie in the aite 
And be not fix* in doomc perpetuall, 

Houer about me with youraierie wings. 

And hcare your mothers lamentation, 

Jga. Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

G)h. Wi It thou O God.ftie frorofuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them mtheintraita of the wolfe: 

Wlien riidft thou ilcepe, when luch a eta d was done ? 
Du.Ma. When holy Mary died, and my fweet fonne. 
Dutch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing ghofc 
Woes feeane, worlds flume, graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully madedrunke with innocents blood, 
i Du. O that thouwouldft as wcllaffborda graue, 

A s thou canft y eeld a melancholy feate. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here : 

O who hath any caufcto mournebotl i 




of Richard thethird. 

Dnt, So many nvferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is route 6c dutnbe, 

Edward PIantagenet,why art thou dead? 

Gyjtfar. If auncient forro w be moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woes frov\ ne on the vpper hand ; 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine : 

1 had an Edward.till a Richard kiJd him : 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Fdward,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Da. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kil him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

QJMar, Thou hadft a Clarence too.til Richard kild him* 
From forth the kennellof thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge thac had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods. 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke. 

Thy wombe let loofe^o chafe vs to our graucs, 

O vpright,iuft,andttuedifpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee, that this carnall curre 
Praies on the ifluc of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue- fellow with others mone. 

*Dut. Q; Harries wifc.triumph not in my woes, * 

God witnefle with me, 1 haue wept for thee, 

QMar. Bear with me,l am hungry for reuenge 
And now 1 cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward,heis dead,thatftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but bootc, becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loCe : 

Thy Clarence he isdead,thatki!d my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaic. 

The adulterate Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, , 
Vntimely fmothred in their duskic gtaues, 

Richard yet liuesjhels blackc intelligencer, 

I j, Ooelj 
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The Tragedie 

Onety referued their fatfor to buy foules, 

And fend them f hithet, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous* and vnpirtied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

T o haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancel! his bondoflife.deare God I pray,. 

That ] may hue to fay,thedog is dead, 

M#- G thou did ft prophecte the time would come 
T hat I ftaould wifh for thee to helpe me cutfle 
l hat br>tfeld(pider,thatfoulehunch-backttoade. 

Icald thee then,vaine floUnfh of my fortune, 
-Jcaldthee then, poore fbadow, painted Queene, 

The prcfentationofibutvshatl was, 

The flattering index ofa direful! pageant, 

On'ehcau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely,mockt with rtvo fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou werr, a breath,a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a garifh flagge, 

T o' be the aime of euery dangerous fhof, 

A Queen# in ieaft,onely to fill the fedane t 
Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be rby children, wherein doeft thou ioy 3 
Who Cues to thce,and cries God fatietheQuecnef 
Where l>e ; r he bending peeres tha-i flattered thee'# 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thde? 
Decline ajl this,andfee w hat now thou art, 

For happy wife^a ihbfttfiftrefled widow : o' • '• : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wiailes the name : 

For Queene, i very Catiue ctownd with care; 

For one being fued too, onethat humbly fues: 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, no w fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow i 



— of Richard : ! ie third, 

v v t hy prod necke,beare> half* my burthened yoke, 
From which, euen here, I flip my weary necke, 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell Yorkes wife,and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Eoghfti woes, will make me fmilein France. 

Cht, O thou weli skild in curfes,ftay a while, 

Adteach roe how to curfe mine enemies. 

A O.Mau Forheare to deep the night,and faft tbeday, 
Compare dead happinclTe with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that Hew them fowler then he is ; _ ■ 

Bectring thy lofie makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Reuolufng this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Qu. My words are dull, Oquicken them with thine. 
JP~Af. Thy woes wil make them fharp,tSc pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why fhould calamitie be full of words i 8xit Alar* , 
gu, Windte attumies to your client wocl, 

Aierie fucceedersof inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmiferies. 

Let them haue icope.though what they doimparc 
Helpe not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not toong tidc,goc with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words,lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonnes fraothred : 

I hcarc hisdrum.be copious in cxclairaes. 

Enter King Ktchard marching with Dr amines 
and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition# 

Dut. A (he, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By fttangling thee in her accurfcd, wombe. 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

, Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 9 - 
Where fliould be grauen,if that right were right. 

The daughter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers: 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where ate my children i ■ 
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' The Tragedic 

DtA. Thou tode, thou fode,whercisthy brother ClafS«? 
And little Ned Plantaget, his Comte j tnerU ««e? 

J2u. Where is kind 1 ladings, Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray ? 

Kwg. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum drumtnes, 

Let not the heauens heave thefe te!* talc wotncn. 

Raile on the Lords annointcd. Strike 1 fay. The trumpet; 
Hither be patient., and intreat me faire, founds* 

Or with f he clamorous report of warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
c Dut. Art thou my fonnef 
king. J, I thahke God, my father and your felfe. 

Dm. Thenpati.ntly heare my impatience. 

Kttsg. Madame 1 haue a touch of your conditions 
Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dm. I will be mild e and gentle in my fpeecb. 

King. And briefe good mother,for I am in hade* 

Dm. Am thou fo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King, And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

Dm, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou carnfl: on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and waivrard was thy infancic, 

Thy fchoole-daies frightfull.defperate.w'ilde and furious : 
Thy age confirmed, proud,fubtil,bloudie,trecherous, 

W hat comfortable houre canft thou name. 

That cuer grac’t me in thy companie? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that eald your grace 
Tobreakfaft once forth of my companie : 

1 { it be fo gratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace- 
Dm, O heare me fpcakc,for / fhall neuer fee the more. 
King. Come,come,you are too bitter. 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods tuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thouturne a conqueror. 

Or /withgriefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer boke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thcc my moftheauic curfc ; 




mm 



10 



20 



30 
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Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft, 

My praierson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the litle foulcs of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fuccefle and viftory, 

Bloudie thou art,bloudy will be thy end. 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth th y death attend. Exit. 

<fu, Though far more caufe,y et much leffe fpirit to curfe 
Abides in roe,l fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, 1 muft fpeakc a word with you* 
flu, I haue no more fonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Qucenes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their Hues* 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

V ertuous and faire,toyall and gracious. 

ft*. AndmuftfhedieforthtsfOlct herliue? 

And He corrupt her manners, ftainc her beautie. 

Slander my felfe,as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale ofinfamie, 

So (he may lius vnskard from bleeding daughter, 

I will confcfie (he was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, (he is of royall blood, 

J£* To faue her life,ile fay (he is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafed in her birth, 
flu. And only in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Km. Lo at their births good ftars wereoppofite, 
ft*. No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

King, All vnauoyded is the doomc of defteny. 
flu. Truc,when auoyded grace makes deftiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death. 

If grace had blcft thee with'a fairer life, 

K. Madam,fb thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftilc 
As I intend more good to you and yours, (armes« 

Then euer you or yours were by me wron°d. 

flu, W hat good is couerd with the face of hcauen, 

To be difeouerd that can do me good ? 

King. The aduanceroent ofyour children roightie Lady* 
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Vpfofomefcaffold .there to loofe their heads. 

King. N9 to the dignitie and height of honor, 

The height imperial) tipe of this earths glory* 

Flatter ray forrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what ftatc, what dignitie, what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine i 
Kin%. Euen al ! 1 haue.yea and my felfe and all, . 

Will 1 ’vj:ha!l endow s child ofthincj 
So in the, Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drovvne the (ad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppof'eft I hauedone to thee- 
£ltt. Bebriefedeft that the procure or thy kindnelTe 
Laftlonger telling then thy kindnelTe doo. 

K . Then know 1 hat from my fouls I loue thy daughter. . 
Qul My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 
King. Whatdoyou thinkef 

£ht. That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule. 
So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue I dothanke thee for it. 

King. Be not fo haflie to confound my meaning, 

I meane.that with my foule iiooe thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Queeneof England. 

c)n, gay then, who doeft thou meane mail be her king " 
King. Euen he that makes her Quecnc,who fhould elfcf 

£)u. What thou? ■ ' 

King, I, euen I, what thinke you of it MadaraeB 
<2>Z How canft thou wooe her? 

King, That I would learne of you. 

As one that werebeft acquainted with her humor, 

‘ jgJ* And wiU thou learne of- me T 
Kinv. Madam with ail my heart, 

G)h' Send toJier by the man thatflevv her brothers 

A* pair c of bleeding hearts,' thereon mgraue, 

Edward anti Votkfjlhcn happily Hie wiH^eepe, 

x «„ rp f C rc Diefent to h«r> as fo#uetjme, Margaret 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, , 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a ftory of thy nob c arts; • , 

Tel] her thou road’ft away het vnde Cla. ence, 
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Her vnde Riuers,yea,a rid for her fake 
Madcftquicke conueiance vvjth her good Aunt Anne. 

Kmg.Qoxat, come, ye mocke me,thts is not the way 
To wmneyour daughter* 

G)u There is no other way, 

Vn Idle thou couldft put on fome ether fhape. 

And not ba Richard that hath done all this. 

Km. Infcrre faire Englands peace by this alliance. 
c)u, which fhe (hall purebafe with ftill lifting war re. 
J(i».Say that the king which may command inrreats, 

V, That at her hands which the kings king forbid* 

King Say flielhaH be a high and mightie Queene* 
J^«.To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King.Sv/i will loue her euerlaftingly. 

£)u. But howTong fliall that title eucr Iaft* 

^.Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liues end. 

Jjy.Buc how longfairely fhall that title lafti 
< Kin,Sa long ‘as heauen and nature lengthens if. 

Qu,So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King, Say I her fouefaigne am her fubieA loue. 

Jgn. But flie your fnbieft loaths fuch fouc raigntie, 
/ftfcg.Bc eloquent iti my behalfe to her. 
j 9 ». An honeft tale fpeeds befl being plainely told. 
^Twg.Thenin plainc tearmesu-Uhet my lourng tale. 

Qtt. Plaine and not honell is too harfli a flrle. 

Kin. Madame,your reafons arc tcofhallow & too quick, 
jQtt. O no,my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

T 00 deepe and dead poote infants rtriheir graue, 
Harpconitftill fhall Lnliheait-ftringsbreake. 

bv my George, m>Garrer and ray Crowfte, 
jQfi. Prophand, difh >n$td, and the third vtui ped* 

King.l fvveare by nothing, 

Qu, By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand, hath lot t his holy honour: 

i 1.1 „ 
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Swearethcn by fom thing that thou haft not wrongd, 
Kiwg.NoWjby the world. 
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Qti, Tis full of thy foulc wrongs, 

Kt»g, My fathers death. 

£>u. Thy felfe hath that difhonord. 

King, Then by my felfe, 

£u. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifuleft. 

King. Why, then by God, 
gu. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not bcene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him, 
Theemperiall me ttel circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play- fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a pray e for wormes. 

KingJ&y the time to come* 

gu. That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft. 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrongd, 

The children liue,whofe parents thou haft flqughtred, 
Vngouernd youth, to wayle tt in their age. 

Theparents liue whofe children thou haft butchted c 
Old withered plants to waile it with their age: 

S we are not by time to coroe, for that thou haft 
Mifufed,eare vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

King, A * /entend to profper and repent. 

So thriue tin my dangerous attempt. 

Of boftile arroe$,my felfe, my felfe confound, 

Day y eeld me not thy light,nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lutke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princelie daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without hcr ? fo Howes to this land and 

To thee, her fctfe,and many a Chriftian foulc* 

Sad defolation, ruine.and decay. 

It cannot be auoided but by this: Ther^ 

It will, not be auoided but by this ?■ 



of Richard the third. 

Therefore good mother (Imuft call you fo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

plead e what I will be,not what I haue beene? 

Not by deferts.but what I will deferue : 

Vrge the neceffitie and ftate of rimes. 

And be not peeuifh fond in great defignes. 
jQtt. Shall! be tempted of the Deuill thus? 

King. I, if the deuill tempt thee to do good. 

<gu, Shall I forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

King, 1, if your felfcs remembrance wrong your felfe. 
g)u. But thou didft kill my children. 

Kin, But in your daughters wombe , I burie them, 
Wherein that neft offpicerie there (hall breed? 

Selfesof themfelues to your recomfiture. 

^y.Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed, 

Jgu, I go, write to me very fhortly. 

King, Beare her my true loues kifl'e : farewell Exit 

Relenting foolc, and (hallow changing woman. Enter, Ran 
%at. My gracious (oueraigne,on the Wefternc coaft, 
Rideth a puiflant Nauie, To the fhore, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow harted friends, 

Vnarmd,and vnrefoludtobeatethembacke: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall: 

And there they hull,cxpe£Ving but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light-foote friend, poft to the Duke of NbrfF. 
RatchfFe thy felfe, or Catcsbie, where is he? 

Cat. Heere my Lord. 

K<«.Flie to the Duke : poft thou to S albbury, 

When thou comeft there : dull vnmindful villainc 
Why ftandft thou ft if, and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne.let me know your minde. 
What froroybur grace! (hall deliuer him. 

King, O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie fttaight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, , 

And mecte me prefently at Salishurie. 

2?<?r»What is it your highnes plcafure 1 (hal do at Salisbury 
Why what would!! thou do there before Igo| 

■ 7 , & 3 - • ' J Id!* 






The Tragedie 

l^tf.Your Highnefle told me I fliould pod before. 

King. Mv miode is changd fir, my roinde is changd. 
How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby, 

Dar. None good my Lord, to pleafe you with the he arin g 
Not none fo bad but it may well be told. 

Kin. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doofl thou runnefomany mile about. 

When thou may A tell thy tale a ueerer way. 

Once moie what ne «<;s? 

"Dar. Richmond is onrhe fras. 

King. There let him finke,andbe the feas on him, 

White liuerd runnagate, what doth he there? 

Da, 1 know not mighty foueraigne but by guefle. 

King, Well fir,as you 2 uefle,as youguefje. 

Da. Sturd vp by Dot fit, Buckingham, and Elie, . 

He makes for Eoglad^therc to c!aime.tjic crowne. 

Kin.h the Chayre emptiefisthe fwotd vnfwaid? 

Ts the king dead? the Empire vnpofleft? 

What heirc of Yotke is there ahuc,h»tw.e? 

And who is England* king, but great Yorkcs heirs? v '- 
Then tell me w hat doth he vpo.n the.fea?, . 

Dar, Vnlefle for that nay liege, I cannot, guefle. 

King, VrilciTe for that, he comes to be your iiegc. 

You cannot guefle, wherefore the W elchraan comes. 
Thou wilt reuoult,and fl:e to him I fe3te. 

Dar, IS . o mightie liege, therefore miftrufi me not. 

King. Where is thy power then to beate him backs? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpon the Wefterne fhore. 

Safe conduaiug the rebels from their lhippes, 

Dar, No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Kin, Cold friends to Richard, wM do they in the North? 
When they fliould ferue, their foueraigne mihe Weft. 

Dar . They !nuc not bin commanded mightie foueraigne 
Pleafe ir you* Maiefhe to giue me leaue, 
lie muftcr vp my friends and rocete your Grace. 

Where and what time your Maieftie (hall pleafe. 

Kin, l, I, thou wouldft be gone to roine with Richmond. 
I will not mill yon Sir. y 

‘Dar. Mod mighde foueraigne. 
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" ol Ricliaid the third. 

Youhaue no caufejto hold my friendfliip doubtful), 

1 neuer was nor neuer will be falfe* ■ , 

K in. Well, go mufter men.-but heare you.leauebe hmde 
Your fonne George Stanliejooke your faith be firms: 

Or elfe,his heads afluranceis but fraile. 

Dar. So deale with him, as 1 prone true to you. Extt,Dar^ 
Enter a CMeffenger. 

tjlief. My Gracious foueraigne, now in Deuonfhire, 

Aslby friends am well adaertifed, 

Sir William Courtney , and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his brother there, „ /• v -7 

With many mo confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Mej/enger. ■ . _ ; 

MtyS My liege, in Kent the Guilfotds are in armes. 

And euery houre more competitors 

Flocke to their ayde,andftill their power increafeth. ; 

Enter another M ejfenger. 

Me/, My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

Heftriketbhim. 

King. Out on you owles,nothing but fonges of death. 
Take that vrttill thou bring me better newes. 

M<?4Your Grace tniftakes,the newes I bring is good. 

My newes is, that by hidden flood andfall of watter,'; 

The Duke.of Buckinghams armie is difperil and Scattered, 
And he himfclfefled no man knowes whifher. 

King. O I cry you rnercic, I did miftake, 

Ratcliffc reward him for the blow 1 gaue him: 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 

M^Such proclamati'o hath bin made my liSge. 

Enter another M.ejfehger.'’' 1 A; 

Mfif. Sir. Thnmas’Louell and Lordiyfi^ut^Oorfetj 
Tis faid ray Liege ate vp in armes, 

Yet rhis good comfo;rt bring l ib your Grace, ; 

The Brtitaine Natrie is difperft,Richmond in Dorfliirtf ' s 
Sent outa boate to.aske them on the (bore. 

If they were his^adiftams yea, or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partieihemiftrufttng them, 

Hoift faile^nd made away for Brittains . Ksng^ . 
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TEc Tragedie 

. ***& "JM arc ^ an, march on.firce we are vplnain-ts 
If not to fight with forraigne enemies, F * 
Yet to beate downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cates by. 

tu*' l M l Y n gC,the *? ukc ? f Buckingham is taken 
1 hats the belt ncwes,that the Eatle of Richmond 
Is with a mightic power landed at Milford, 

Is colder ty dings ,yet they mull be told. 

Ktn l' Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darbte, Sir Christopher. % 

Dar. Sir Chriftopher,tell Richmond this from me. 
That in theftie of this moft bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head. 

The fcare of that, withholds my prefent aide. 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now # 

Chrift. A t P embrooke,or at Hertford- weft in Wales. 
Dar . What men of name refort to him ? 

S , Chnfl . Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmed fouldier, 
Syr Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookc,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moeof noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar . Returne vntomy Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hartily confented 
He (ball efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my raindc. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution . 

Buc. Will not king Richard let me fpeakc with him# 
Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Haftings,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy kiog Henry,and thy fairc fonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that baue roifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftite 
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of Richard the third. 

If that yoUt moodie difeonfenred foules. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent hom e, 

Eiien for reuenge.mocke my defttuflion: 

This is Allfoules day fellowesjisit not# 

Rat . ItismyLord. 

Buc, Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomefday : 
This is the day .that in king Edwards time 
1 wiftit might fall on me,whcn I was found 
Falfc to his children, or his wiues allies: ~ 

_ This is the day- whereinl widw to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted moft : 

This, this Allfoules day, to my fearefullfoulcj 
lithe dcterminderefpitofmy wrongs : 

That high all feer that I dallied with, 

Hath tm nd my fained praier on my head, - 
And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doeth he force the fword of wicked men 
To turre their points on their maifters bofome : 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon roy head, 

When he quoth fhe,fhali fphe thy heait with forrow, 

H emember Margaret was a Prophetefie. “ 
Comefifsjconuey me to the bloeke of fharoe; J 

Wrong hath but wrohg,and blame the dcaw of blame. 

Enter Richmondrvith drums and trumpets. 

Rich. FeUowej in armes,and my moft louing friends* 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment.* 

And here receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore. 

That fpoild your lbmmer-field,and fruicfull vines, 
Swilsyour warme blood like wa(h,and makes his trough 
In your inboweld bofomes,this foule (tvinc 
Liesnow euenin the center of this He, 

Nearetothe towne of Leycefter as we learner 
From.Tsmworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name chearc on,couragious friends, 

T o reape the harueft of perpctuall peace. 




■ 












The Tragalie 

By this one bioudie triall of fharpe warre. 

I Lor. Euery mans confidence is a thoufandfwords 

To fight agiinft that bloudie homicide. 

1. Lor. I doubt not but his ft iends will flie to vs. 

3 . Lor. He hath no friends, but who ate friends fer feate, 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinkefrom him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue hope is fwifr,and flies with fwallowcs wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K , Richard, NorfflRgtfiiffe, Catesine, rpith others.. 
King. Here pitch out tents, eucn here in Bofworth field, , 
Why how now Catesby,why lookeft thou lb fad? 

Cat , My heart is centimes lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norffolke, come hither: 

Norffolke, wc muft haue knockes,ba,rauft we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take, my gracious Lord, s. 
King. Vp with roy tent there, here will f lye tonights 
But where to morrow ? well all is one for that : 

Who hath deferied the number of the foef 
Nor. Sixeor feuen thoufand is the it greateft number. 
King. Why our battailon trebcls that account, 

Bcfides, the kings name is a tower offirengtb. 

Which they vpon the aduerfe panic want : 

Vp with my tent there, valiant gentlemens , 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fome men of found direfHon, 
Letswantnodifciplioe.roakeno delay. 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day* 

Enter Richmond with the Lords. 

%tch. The weary Stmne hath made a golden ieate. 

And by the bright cracke ofhisfict ie Carre, 

Giues fignallofagoodly day to morrow : , 

Where is fir William Brandon.be fhail beare my Itanderds 
The Earleof Petnbiooke keepe bis regiment, 

Good captaine Bium, beare roy goodnight to him. 

And by the fecond boure in the morning, . 

Defirerhe Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goelt s 

Where is Lord Stanly quatterd,doeft thou know . ; 

Vnles I haue myftanehE colours much, Which 



Exeunt' 



ofRichard the third, 

which well I am afTur’d I haue not done, 

His regiment liethalfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the roightie power of k,n S* 

Rich. If without penll it be poOtble, 

Good captain Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me, this raoft needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lie vndertake it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome I nke aud paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrcngthr 
Corae.lct vsconfult vpon to morrowes buhnclle. 

In to our rent, the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter R,Rtcbard,Norff.Ratc(ijfe,Catesby. 

King. Whatisaclocke? 

Cat. Iris fixe of the clocke,full fupper time. 

King. I will not fup to nighr,giue me fome Inkc & paper. 
What, is my beuer eaficr then it was 
And alLaiy armor laid into my tent f 
Cat. it is my hege,and all things are in readinefle* 

King. Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carcfull watch, chule truftie Centinell* 

Nor. I goe my Lord. ■ • > 

King. Star with rhe Larkc to morrow gentle Norffolke* 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. . 

King, Catcsbie. 

My Lord. • ‘ 

King. SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regiment,bidhim bringhis power 
Before Sun rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind e caue of eternal! night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my ffaues be found and not too hcauy Ratliff* 
Rat, My Lord. -V;.: 

King. Saweff thou the melancholy L.Northumbetland € 
Rat , Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much about Cockftmt tune, from troupe to troupe 

" I. % ww* 






_ The Tragedie 

Went through the artnie chearing'vp the fouldierj. 

King. Sol amfatisfied.giue ms a bowlc of wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of f pirn, 

Nor chearc of minde that I was wont to haue ; 

Set it downc. Is Inke and paper readie t 
Rat. It is my Lord. 

Ktng. Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratcliffc about the mid ofnightcometomy tent 
And helpe to ar me me : leaue me 1 fay. Exit Ratlife. 
inter Darby to Richmond™ hi/tent. 

Bar. Fortune and vi&oriefit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 

Be to rhyperfon, noble father in lawc. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother# 

‘Dar, I by atturncy blelle thee from thy mother,. 

W ho praies continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that : the fiicnt houres Beale on, 

And flakiedarkneffe breatces within theEaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thy bauell eatly in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to thearbritrement 
Of bloudie ftrokesand mortail flaring warre, 

1 as I may, that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue the time, 

Aud aide thee in this doubtfull fliocke of atmes; 

But on thy fide / may not be too forward, 

Left being feenc.thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leilure and the fcarefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of louc. 

And ample cntcrchangeoffwcet difcoutfe. 

Which fo long fundired friends fhould dwell vpon B 
God giue vs leifure for thefc rights of lcue, 

Once more adiew,l>e valiant and jpeed well. 

“Rich, Good I ordsconduft him u* his regiment 5 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Left leaden {lumber peife me downe to morrow, 

WhenI ftiould mount with wings of viffory : 

Once more good night kind Lords&gentlcmen, Exemt* 
Qthouwhof? captaine I account myjelfe, Lookc 






The. Tragedie 

Looke an my fffltfeswvithra gracious eye: 

Putin their hands thy btufmg Irons of wrath. 

That they may-crufh downe with a heauie tall. 

The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaiies, 

Make vs thy minifters of cbaftifement, 

That we may praife thee in thy vi&orie. 

To thee l do commend my watchful lfoule, 

Ere I let fall the wmdowesof mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,oh, defend me ftill. 

Enter theghoft of prince Ed.fonne to Henry the fixt. 

Ghofl to.K, Ru Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow* 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime of youth, 

A t Teukesbury : difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged foule* 
Of butchred Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

King Henries iffue Richmond comforts thee. » 

Enter the ghofl of Henry the fixt . 

Ghs.to K. Ri . WhenI was mortail, my annotated body, , 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower, and me: difpaire and di«* 

Harrie the fixt bids theedifpaire anddie. 

To Rich. Vet tuous and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied thou fhouldeft be king. 

Doth comfort theein thy fleepc,liueandfloriflv 
Enter the Ghofl of Clarence. 

Ghofl. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

1 that was wafhr to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore G 1 arence by thy guile betray d to death s 
T o morrow in the battel 1 thinke on roe. 

And fall thy edgelcffe (word, difpaire and die. 

To Rich.Thou offpring of the houfe of Lancafter, , 

The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and florifli. 

Enter the Ghoajl of%iners,Gray , ZJaughan. 

Riu. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Riuers that died at Pomfret, difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire* 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guittie feare 
Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die; 
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The Tragedie 

AH fo Rich. A wake and thinke our wrongs R}» b 0 f 0QJ r 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. " 

Enter the C boft of L,Haflingr % 
gho. Bloody and guiltic, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battel 1 end thy dayes. 

Think on L. Haftings,difpaireanddie. 

T o Ri. Quiet vutroublcd (bu!e,a wake,awake s 
A Hue, fight and conquer for faire Englands fake, 

Enter the Ghofts of the twoyong Princes. 

Gho.to K.R. Dreame on thycoufins ftnoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower, 

And weigh thee downe to riuine, (frame and death, 

Thy Nephewcs foules bid thee difpaire and die, 

T o f?*,Slcepe Richmond fleepe, in peace, and wake in ioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bores annoy, 

• Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappic fonnes do bid theeflorifh. 

Enter the Chofi ofQueene Anne his wifes 
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 

That neuer fiept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in thebattailethinkeonme. 

And fall thy cdgelefie fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet faule, fleepe thou a quiet fieepe, 
Dreame of fuccefle and happy vi&oric, 

Tby aducrfaiies wife doth pra)\forthee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft was I thathclpt thee fothe Crownc, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

0,in the battell thinkeon Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle.' 

Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds & death. 

Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 

But chearethy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and goo’d Angel* fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride, 

KfRjchard (iarteth out of a dreame. 

K. Ri. Giue me another horfe.bind yp my wounds £ 

JJaue mercic Iefu ■' fo ft, I did but dreame, O Cows* 



of Richard the third. 

0 coW«d confidence, how doeft thou affliA mef 
The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnightt 

Cold fearefull drops ftand onmy tremblingfieih^ 

What do I feare my felfe ? theres none cite by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is,l am 1 : 

Is there a rourtheret here i no. Yes I am. 

Then die, what from my felfe i great reafon why s 
Left I reuenge.Whatmy felfe vpon my felfe# 

Alacke I bite my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my felfe bauc done vnto my felfe i 
G no .* alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hate full deeds committed by my felfe ? 

1 am a villaine,yct I lye, 1 am not. 

Foole of thy fclfefpeake well, foole do not flatter, 

My confcience hath a thou land feuerall tongues. 

And euety tonguebrings in a feuerall tale. 

And eu?ry tale condemnes roe for a villaine » 

Periuric,in the higheft degree, _ - 

Murther,fterne muithet.in the dyreftdegree, 

All feuerall finnes, all vfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the baire, crying all,guiltie,guiltic* 

1'ihall difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die,no foule fhall pittie me: 

And wherefore fhould they ?fincc that I my felfe, 

Fmde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I mart hr ed 
Came all to roy tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Riehard. 

Enter 'Rathjfe. 

Rat. My Lord; 

King. Zounds,who is therea 
Rat. Ratliffe, my Lord,tis I; the early village cockc 
Hath, twifedone falutation to the tnorne. 

You* friends are vp,and buckle on their armor^ 

King. O Ratcliffe,I haue dreamd a fearfull dreame, 

W hat thinkft thou, will our friends prouc all USC 
Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatc!iffc,I feare, l feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadow«& 

King. By the A poftle Paul ? ft}adowcs to nigh# Haue 
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l.;_ TheTragedie 

Haue'ftrooke more terror to the fculeofRIchauL 
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe,and led by /hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day,come goe with me, 

Vndcrour Tents He play the ewfe-dropper, 

T o heare if any meane to fhrinke from me. Sxettnt, 

Enter the lords to Richmond. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Etch. Crie mercy Lords, and watchful! Gentlemen, 

T hat you hauc tane a tardie lluggard here. 

Lor. How haue you dept my Lord? 

The fweeteft deep, and faireft boding drearacs, 
That euer entred in a dro wfie head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard murthcrcd, 
Came to my tent, and cried on vi&oric : 

I promifeyoumy foulejs very iocund, 

In (he remembrance offofaire a dreame. »= 

How farrein^o the morning is it Lords? i. 

Lor, Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,artd giue dire&ion. 
More then I haue faid,louing countrymen, (His Oration tt 
The leifure and inforcement of the time, (his fouldiers , 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

/J^Jie prayers ofhoJy Saints and wronged foulcs, 

Tike high reard bulwarkes,ftand before our faces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs winne,thcn him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bloud eftablilhed ; 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 

And flaugteted thofe that were the meanes to helpe him: 

A bafe foule ftonc,raade precious by the foilc 
OfEnglands chaire, where he is falfly fet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemy: 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his fouldiers : 

If you do fweare to yuta tyrant downe, 



oi lilcted the thirl- , . 

You” rat,ft.aU ptfyom F a '“ ! ,bc h “- 

Then in the nameof God and all thefe ngh j 

AduanceyoutftandardsjdwwyoutwlliDsfwoids 

Forme, the ranfome of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold lace . 

But iflthriue.tbe gaine of my 3ttcm P*» , 

The lead of you (hall (bare his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly , andxheerfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond,and viftotie« 

Enter 

Kin. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 

Rat. That he was neucr trained vp in arroes. 

Km?. He faid the truth, and what laid Surrey then . 

•rJ, He tailed and faid.the better for our purpofe. 

Km. He was in the right, and fo indeed lt is : 

Tail the- clock e there. , c The ‘lochM$th* 

Giue me 3 Kalender,who faw the Sunnc to day • 

Rat. Not I my Lord. , , , . 

King, Then he difdaines to (bine, for by the boose 
He fhould haue brau d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

Ablacke day will it be to fomebodie Rat« 

Rat, My Lord. 

King, The Sunne will not be feenc to day, 

. The skie doth fro wne and lowre vpon our arnne, 

/ would thefe deawie teares were from the grounds 
Not Ihinc to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? for the felfe-faroc heauen 
That ftownet on me,lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolk*, ^ • 

Nor, Arme,arme,roy Lord, the foe vaunts in the field* 
King. Come,buftle,buft!e,c3parjfon my horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanly,bid him bring his power, 

/will lead forth my fouldiers to the |hine, ' 

- - r ‘ . 













The Tragedle 



A nd thus my hatf cl! fhall be ordered. 

My foreward fiiall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foote. 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the roidft, 

Iohn Duke of Norffolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of the foote and horfe. 

They thus directed, we will follow 
In the maine battdi,whofe puiflance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe : 

This.and Saint George to boote, what thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor * A good dire ftion warlike foueraigne, He Jbeweth 
This found I on my tent this morning. hint abater. 

Ieckey ofNorfoike be not fo bold. 

For ‘Dickon thy matfter it bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie. 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his change, 

Lei 'not our tabling dreames affright our faults, 
Confidence js a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdeat firfttokecpethcftronginawc. *■ 

Our ft tong armes be our confcience,fword$ out lawe. 
March on.ioyne brauely,lct vs tooitpell mcll, 

If not to heauen, then hand in band tohcll. HU Oration se 
What fhall 1 fay more then I haue inferd 1 
Remember whom you are to cope withal!, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafcols and ruoawaies, 

A feura of Brktajns,and bafe lackey, pefants, 

Whom their orecloyed country vomits forth 
Todefpera:eaduentures3c aflur’d deftru&ion, 
Youfleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

Y ou hauing lands, Stbleft with beauteous wiues, . 

They would reftraitje the one,diftaine the other,, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow i 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mother s coft, 

A roilkefopt, one that neucr in his life 
Fcltfo rpuch cold as ouer fboocs in fnow." 

Lets whip thefc ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

La(h hence thefe ouerweening rags o f France, 

Thefc familht beggers weary of their liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployr, k 

SFor want of means poor* tats had hangd thenjfelfiWs 



hit Armk, 
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of Richard the third. 

If we be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And not thelebaftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land b eaten, bobd and thumpt. 

And on record left them the hciresofftiame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lye with our wiues? 

Rauifhour daughters,harke I heare their drum, 

Rbht Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomens 

Draw Archers draw.your arroweyto the head. 

Spur your proud hoifes hard, and" ride in blond,. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues. 

What faies Lord Stanley»wi!l he bring his power® 

Mef. My Lord, he doth denievo come- 
King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the enemie is paft the marfh, 

After the batraile, let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome. 

Aduaoce our ftandards,fetvpon our foes, 

XDur auncicnt word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vifforie fits on our helpes. , 

Alarum ,excur font, Enter Catesbie. 
fat. Refcew my Lord ofNorfoike, refee w,refcew, . 

The king ena&s more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is llaine, and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faite Lord, or clfe the day is loft, . Enter Richard*, , 
Kin, A horfc,a horfe, my kingdoms for a horfe. 

Cat, . Wtthdrawmy Lord,i!ehelpeyoutoahorfc, 

Kin . Staue I haue let my life vpon a caft 
And i widftand the hazard of the dye, 

I thinke thee be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Ftue haue 1 llaine to day , in ftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdotne for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Richard it 
fatnjhen retrait being founded.Sntcr Richmond, Darby bea- 
ring : he cr owne, with other Lords, 

Re. God and your armes be praifed victorious fricnds 3 
The day is ours, the bloudie dog is dead. 

ZW.Couragious Richni€>d,wel haftthou acquit th$^ Lott 
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ThcTragedfg 

Loehere this lolig vfiirped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloudie wretch* 

Haue I .pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rich, Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 

But tell me, is young George Stanley liuing* 

Dar. Fie is my Lord,and fafe in Letter Towne, 
Whither if it pleafc you*we may now withdrawe vs. 
Rich.What men ofnarhe are flaine ©neither fide? 

Iohu Duke of Norfolk?, Water Lord Ferris, fir. Robert 
Rrokenbury, & fir William Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births^ 
Proclaimc a pardon to the fouidiers fled. 

That in fubmittion will returne to vs. 

And then as we haue tone thefacramenr. 

We will vriite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniun&ion. 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmicic. 

What traitor hcares me, and fayes not Amen? 

England hath long bene madde,and fcard her felfe B 
The brother blindly fhed the brothers blond. 

The father rafhly Slaughtered his o wne fonne* 

T he fonne corapeld,bene butcher to the firc 3 
AH this diuided Yorke and Lancaftcr, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fuccceders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 

And let thy heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fafte peacd. 
With fmiling plentie, and feire profperous day es» 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce thefe bloudie day esagaine, 

And make pooreEnglatid weepe in ftreames ofbloudi 
Let them not line to taftc this lands enercafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands pcacfi 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace liues againe* 

That fbc may long liuc hearcjGod fay Ament 

& I N A s* ^ 
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